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PREFACE. 



To PoEST we lay no claim-* 
('Tweie well if others did the lamej 
But, somehow, as we wrote at leisure, 
These lines assum'd the form of measure. 
If weVe made verse that's pore and diaate, 
Well suited to the public taste, 
Fray take it all, and more to boot- 
Concerning taste we'll not dispute. 
But if it be about the sense, 
Tou feel disturbed and take offence, 
We freely yield to such displeasure— 
We'll take the sense, and you the measure. 
To prove the thing as false or true. 
Just read this little volume through; 
Perhaps both sense and sound may be 
United in the poetry. 



PART i: 

Thb derign here is to bring to view certain rare men, in 
whoBe life or death is something pecoliar, and therefora 
worthy to be censored or celebrated in verse. 

1. The Eccbktuc Btatesmak. 

2. Thb Hubdbbbd Pbesidsht. 
a Odb to Washington. 

4. The Reodcsnt that Went fob thb Fbb and 
NOT fob the Field. 

5. Bbatb Btalwabt Men. 

ft. Oabibaldi and thb Pofb. 



THE EOCENTBIO STATESMAN. 

«< Great in li£B, Imt fUlea la death." 

A curious man resided once 

In old Virginia State; 
Some took Mm for a practicM dunce. 

But others thouglit him great 
He liyed completely at his ease, 

Remote from noise- and strife, 
Amid the lonelj forest trees, 

Almost a hermit^s life. 
Sometimes he read his chosen books — 

Sometimes expounded law. 
As strange a creature in his looks 

As mortals erer saw. 
The prince of all eccentric folks. 
Was curious John of Roanokes. 

He went to Congress many years, 

And sat in chair of State, 
Among the foremost of his peers 

He was supremely great 
His voice was bold, but Aarp and shrill^ 

His &ce was lean and long. 
And when he spoke, the house was still. 

And mute as mice the throng. 
He sometimes played the statesman fliir— 

He sometimes play'd the down, 
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But officers and others there 

Loud cheerM when he sat down. 
A brighter genius never spoke, 
Than curious John of Roanoke. 

When, having neither Greek nor grace, 

Some coxcomb thought to rise, 
John put him nicely to his place 

And taught him to be wise. 
When any one was in the dark. 

He gave him wanted light; 
Or if the dupe espoused the wrong, 

He quickly set him right. 
He was a man of keenest wit — 

Of happiest humor too, 
To answer him in manner fit, 

Ko mortal man could do. 
He'd play at whist, drink wine and smoke. 
The curious John of Roanoke. 

His tongue was sharp as adder's sting— 

His eye was bright as fire. 
When he his wrath began to fiing, 

Men sunk beneath his ire. 
When he arose in Congress days, 

8ome folly to deride. 
The house resounded with his praise, 

Drawn out from every side. 
He spoke and then the work was done— 

They wanted nothing more; 
The members laugh'd and had their fun. 

But none would take the fioor. 
All fear'd to meet the vengeM strokes 
Of Master John of Boanokes* 
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A Clay could hold the largest crowd, 

All subject to his will, 
Bat Randolph's voice both fierce and load, 

Made Claj himself be still. 
A Webster had a giant mind 

Glowing with light and fire, 
But still he neyer felt inclined 

To kindle Randolph's ire. 
He shrunk not from his arguments — 

He cared not for his fun. 
But yet he uniformly fearM 

The lashes of his tongue. 
We've had our men of eloquence — 

We've had our men of lore — 
We've had great men in every sense, 

Upon the Congress floor, 
But for strange wit in court and hall. 
This curious John excell'dthem all. 

His eloquence was fine indeed. 

When (heated in debate) 
He spoke at time of special need 

In interest of the State. 
From fear of man at once set free, 

His voice would swell so loud. 
It roU'd in tones of majesty. 

Like thunder from the cloud. 
He made the knees of listeners quake. 

And, trembling, seize their hands — 
He made the marble pillars shake 

On which the State House stands. 
He made their cheeks run down with tears — 

He made their pusions bum 
With kipdliBg wrath— with jealousiea— 



10 TBB XXTBMCBBD PBEBISCNT. 

With love and hate in ttmt 
A prodigy and not a hoax, 
Was cnrions John of Boanokes. 

But when his earthly course was run. 

How sad was his decei^sel 
No glory cloth'd his evening sun 

To bid him die in x>eace. 
Remote from turmoil, noise and strife, 

He moumM his follies loud, 
When lol his sun, so bright in life, 

Kow set behind a cloud. 
His eyes in lurid wildness rolPd — 
. Despair was on his brow. 
And this the dreadful story told 

Of what the man was now. 
"Remorse!" again '* Remorse!" he cried, 
And thus this brilliant Statesman died. 



THE MURDERED PRESIDENT. 

Amid the crowded theatre 

The President was found. 
Unconscious of his danger there 

From murderers lurking round. 
0, why a man so strict as he. 

Should theatres allow, 
Remains indeed a mystery 

We can't decipher now. 

Or why a man discreet as he, 
Should yentuie there that night, 
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Remains another mystery 

Far hid from human right 
But while it was at evil time, 

Tet there he doubtless went 
Intent upon some good design, 

And not for merriment 

The action on the stage began 

With fascinating power, 
Which held the fondly listening house. 

Enchanted for an honr. 
Sometimes the actors nobly spoke — 

Sometimes they sweetly sung, 
Till all the Joyftd theatre 

With loud applauses rung. 

But yet through all this pleasure spell, 

Strange voices in the ear 
Seemed now and then to speak and tell 

Of threat*ning danger near. 
*Tis nine o^dock, a teller cried, 

With voice unusual quite — 
^Tis nine, a number more replied-— 

'Tis nine o'clock at night 

The play went on, and more a&d more 

The tide of feeling rose, 
As each new scene was acted o*er 

From opening to the dose. 
Again the tellers, true to time, 

Cried ten with one consent. 
But few that heard them could divine 

What this strange signal meant 

Some moments passed, then through the crowd 
A murd'rer rush'd along, 
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And soon a pistol sounding loud, 
Spread terror through the throng. 
' * The actors paus'd, when lo, a shriek 
Which every feeling shocks, 

Rose through the sounding theatre, 
From one partic'lar box. 

It burst not from a stranger's lips 

But from his gentle wife 
Who saw her honorM husband pierc'd. 

And trembled for his life. 
The President has fallen here. 

She said with fainting breath; 
'Tis over with him now, I fear 

He's doom'd to speedy death. 

Yes — ^yes, he's slain, the murd'rcr cried. 

These hands have done the deed; 
So through the nation, far and wide. 

Let every tyrant bleed. 
Ay, that the thing, twice told, was true, 

No doubt could now remain. 
Hence silently the crowd withdrew 

In anguish for the slain. 

Forth from that dismal theatre 

(Some trembling yet with fright,) 
They bore the murder' d sage away, 

All mournful in the night. 
With many a pray'r sent up to God — 

With slow and solemn tread. 
They bore him on, while still the blood 

Was oozing from his head. 

Around his couch his noble peers, 
With stricken hearts appear' d 
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And watchM with generous flowing tears, 

The man they all rever'd. 
They watch' d his changing countenance— 

They watchM his breathing too — 
They markM the beatings of his pulse 

As they grew faint and few. 

They watchM with anxious listening ears 

To hear him speak again, 
But while they watched with sighs and tears, 

They watch' d, alas! in vain. 
Before the sun of opening day 

Was risen in the East, ^ 
The President had passed away— 

His mortal life had ceasM. 

Abroad the tidings quickly spread 

(Borne on by every gale,) 
Producing through Columbia 

One universal wail. 
The churches in deep mourning hung — 

There holy pray'rs were said. 
And weeping choirs their dirges sung 

In memory of the dead. 

A welcome day of jubilee 

Was now, just now at hand, 
And loudest shouts of victory 

Were ringing through the land. 
Amid this burst of general joy 

The murderer appears 
And turns the joy to heaviness — 

The mirth to flowing tears. 

Swift, swift the story sped away— 
From shore to shoiie it flew, . 
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Not only through Columbia, 
But through all Europe too. 

The kings and princes of the earth— 
The great men and the small 

Who knew this statesman's special worth, 
Now mourned his sudden falL 

Where dire oppression still obtains 

(If such a place there be,) 
The suffering captives in their chains 

Bewailed the tragedy. 
They bitter wept, the good, the braye, 

The generous and the free — 
The man that toiled to giye the slave 

His rightM liberty. 

They felt this was a common cause- 
Hence all mankind should bow 

Before the sad calamity 
And be the mourners now. 

And while one blessed human friend 
Was numbered with the dead, 

They earnest pray'd that God would send 
Ten thousand in his stead. 

Not where Potomac's waters run. 

But in the distant West 
Where his eventful life begun, 

They bore him to his rest 
With solemn pomp, as it was meet, 

Along the crowded way 
They took him to that calm retreat 

To moulder in the clay. 

And when the hour for burial come, 
It was the ransomed alave 
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Who felt the deepest while he song 

The requiem o'er his grave. 
There in his own adopted 8tate, 

Hard by his chosen home, 
This martyr'd man, both good and great, 

Now slumbers in the tomb. 

Lo, millions of the human race 

Through onward rolling years 
Will come and fond bedew this place 

With patriotic tears. 
And if lime comes when men will not 

Revere his worthy name, 
Tet angels stiU will guard the spot 

Where sleeps this man of fame. 

His murderer was sought and found 

And quick despatched withal; 
Just where he gave the mortal wound. 

There he received a balL 
As reckless as a wretch could be 

And proud of shedding blood; 
This monster fell to infamy, 

Accursed of man and God. 

Whatever might be his blood or birth. 

He died as murderers do. 
And sunk to moulder in the earth, 

Far hid from human view. 
Till from before Jehovah's fece, 

The old creation files. 
But few will know the resting place 

Where this poor murd'rer lies. 

As for the fallen President, 
It is but Just to say > 
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No murder black and fool like this 
Has happened in our day. 

But O, his work on earth was done— 
A work divinely blest; 

The fight was fought, the victory won, 
And he retires to rest. 

The change to him and us was great; 

We feel it to our cost, 
That from the service of the State 

So rare a man is lost. 
But what is our intrinsic loss 

Is his immortal gain; 
In life, he bore the heavy cross — 

In death, felt little pain. 

No more the battle rages now — 

No more the foe withstands, 
The civic wreath* is on his brow — 

The palm is in his hands. 
O, patriot father! freedom's son! 

Thy mighty work is o*er, 
Now rest thee like great Washington 

Till time shall be no more. 

Thy wounded body, bright and fair, 

Will then immortal rise 
And everlasting honors wear, 

Methinks, in yonder skies. 
Farewell, farewell, illustrious man! 

Thy bright career is run; 
Few Statesmen in their wisdom can 

Excel what thou hast done. 
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ODE TO WASHINGTON. 

Great Washington lies &8t asleep— 
No more to wake— no more to weep, 
Till on the last rewarding day, 
Ten thousands sleeping in the day 
Awake, and all-immortal rise 
To live triumphant in the skiea 
Then he'll awake from long repose, 
And risers He of Calv'ry rose. 
And shine, adom'd with glory bright, 
Amid the boundless, fadeless light 
Of Heaven's supreme and blest abode. 
Hard seated by the throne of God. 

But now he lies here full at rest. 
No cares distract his peaceful breast; 
He sleeps, the great, the good, the brave, 
All quiet in his lonely grave. 
No more in glitt'ring armor bright, 
He leads our armies to the fight; 
His voice is hushed— his last is breathed— 
His conquering sword's forever sheathed; 
His sun is set— his work is done. 
Earth has no more a Washington. 
He's gone to make for others room — 
He's gone in glory to the tomb. 
He sweetly sleeps the years away, 
While angels come, and angels stay 
To keep with special watchful care. 
The warrior's honor'd sepulchre. 

Our hero needs this calm repose^ 
This rest tiom cares and cmel foes. 
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He lived in time of greatest need. 
He had his cares and foes indeed 
He saw the storm of war arise 
And spread around the darkened aides; 
He saw it o*er his coimtry break, 
And felt her strongest pillars shdEs; 
Then forth he came, commander-^hief. 
To breast the storm and work rdief. 

While war-clouds flashed and thnnder^d then, 
They sent a host of valiant men 
To undertake the fearful toil 
Of fighting on Canadian soil. 
Drawn there by an imperious call. 
They took 8t. Johns and Montreal; 
Then tried Quebec, and sad to tell, 
'Twas here that brave Montgomery felL 
They wept his loss, then tam*d away 
To fight no more in Canada. 

See yonder on Long IfAand strand. 
Where, nobly fighting hand to hand, 
Two thousand patriots, brave and free. 
Fell in support of liberty. 
Our chieftain, as historians say, 
Wept sorely on that battle day. 
To see his army torn and peePd, 
And scattered o'er the crimsoned field- 
To see (while they'd not fought in vain; 
His best, his bravest warriors slain— 
The mighty fallen in their gore 
To rise and fight the foe no more. 

How sad apparent was his fate 

When patting through New Jersey State; 
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His tnM^M^ 4lMbi»iBid,:fl«d4nv^, 
Suppoaittg IM had :lo8l;:flie dflf . 
Ttoee fbnuMttd men were mU tbct^titt 
Stood 1^ Oteir flkll2ifiil'a«iieiil. 
With thaw, Ahttottt laMdiieqMii:, 
He croM'd the ioy Delnian; 
Escaping captnare, at 'twaatiairt, 
By n^pidiUght a&d iMg'setoeat 

While on the Pennsylrania tiiofc, 
His force was doubled qsAte and wan. 
With large recruits of valiaiit men^ 
He sought the Jersey side again* 
He cross'd there in the dead of night, 
Prepared for bold and daring ilght, 
And took the Hessiana with a stnake. 
Just as the following morning broke. 
And ere six anxious days had passed, 
With flying flags and trumpets blast, 
They i^od on Princeton's &moiiBixeight, 
And put the British host to flight 
They smote them dreadful to the gtoond, 
And left them bleeding, dying round. 
Then raised to Qod and fieaTen on high 
The thundering shout of victory. 

Amidst tile dangers of that time, 
He met ^e fbe at Bratidywttte, 
And there engaged in bloody lfl^|^ 
Beginning with the morning light 
Kor would he once the confllet yields 
Nor would he quit ihe battle^fldd 
Till evening i(badea«amo liKUiagzomd 
And ftmsed Mh asmiM from the ^prooafd. 
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*TwM here tliat Harqnis Lafoyettet 
With heart and mind on freedom set. 
With aonl moat brave and arm most strong, 
Appeared, to help oar cause along. 
He came oar interests to adyance, 
With chosen warriors broaght from France- 
He came oar freedom to maintain, 
Thoogh it should cost a martyr^s name— 
He came with sympathizing heart, 
In all oar woes to share a part — 
He came to either liye or die 
In bold sapport of liberty. 
This man is to our nation dear. 
His name is fondly cherished here; 
Though others may their friends forget, 
We^ll long remember La&yette. 

But let us turn to Germantown 

Where, looking still for fresh renown, 

Our nation, buoyant, thought to see 

Him gain immortal victory. 

Instead of this, a thing occurred. 

The strangest far of which we^ve heard; 

Too strange to be accounted for 

In annals of Columbian war. 

When fighting hardest, lo, Just then! 

There fell upon our struggling men 

A mist so great they could not see 

How to engage the enemy. 

Fill'd with confusion and with fright, 

The army broke amidst the fight 

Some thought it was from God, and meet 

To sound aloud a quick retreat 

Some still fought on and tried again, 
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Bat all fheir efforts now irere Tiin; 
They felt it to their grief and cost, 
The fortune of the day was lost 
When this engagement first begun, 
The victory hailed to Washington, 
And all supposM beyond a donbt, 
He would the British forces ront 
And driye them scatter'd, torn, and peePd, 
Wild flying from the battle-field. 
But ere one single hour had pass'd. 
The prospect was so oyercast 
With clouds and gloom, that all could see 
Their foes would gain the victory. 
'Twas thus the battle took a turn. 
Which made the General's bowels yearn 
To see, as to the charges led. 
His veteran soldiers falling dead— 
To see the chargers, bold and staid. 
Repulsed at every charge they made-^ 
To see the foe, at every round. 
Still fltrther, faster, gaining ground. 
And hear from British trumpets pealM 
The notes of triumph o*er the field. 
It was a luckless change indeed. 
Which made a thousand bosoms bleed 
To see what seem*d at first complete. 
Now tending to a sad defeat- 
To see what seem'd before so fair, 
Kow closing up in fiiilure there. 

Well he remembers Monmouth, too. 
How fierce the whistling bullets flew 
From dde to side on that great day, 
80 gloriouB to Columbia. 



Well liB. r q m e ttb e w how tbeycmnS' 
Firm mwoMng to tlie tMrttic^ gmae^-^ 
How qiiic^4Bd eoagtaal -m^ tbe fire 
OfanDle»iniB«tiiigliitlieir Uro^ 
How feftiM WM tHe rlHd Mace 
Of battle bnrttmg.to^thB gaae 
Of angel0 lookiaff firott' tlieir hei^lit^ 
Amaa'd and tfemWitf at Oie sight 
Well he.MiAettbeiSB how tiie sound 
Of musket TOlleys shook tto ground— 
How loud and loude^^nnore and more 
RoU*d on tiie cannon's dismal roar, 
Till o*er thaC ebakii^, quaking plain 
Lay fathers^ sonsj and kihdilied sltdn; 
All perished in' their lilood-aild goite, 
Now fallen to arise no moxet 
And wh^ the etening dUn wasset^ 
They uiged< the confliet fiercer yet; 
/^Fi^ton," Was tiie commanding word. 
And so theUrdid, wiih sword to sword; 
The earth reBom»fing.wit& the peali 
Of steel Idudringing tpkin steel^ 
Each m^Btt contending at his best, 
Each soldier bleeding athid breasty 
And ail resohred the day to gain,. 
Or die upcMt that, gory phiin. 
At length, the daskhess of the ilight 
Gompeli'd the btfbts tor quit the fight 
The British fied 'with* aWe profound, , 
Prom off the blood-stain'd battle ground: 
But Washington; ccmtintfed there, 
Not coii(|Qird; hut this: conqnerarr: 
Frepar^d^ aasooiiittsrttOiMk^eibtiev 
To fight again indhAadtfuOsciUHM^. 
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And gain, if it ■bovMneedlbl hei^ 
Another g^itoiiB vietory. 

*Twa8 thua^ with ptlziot feeling wmsm^ 
He breasted long tbe dx«adfVil i Umehi, 
He saw it ri«e, he saw it fall. 
He met it at his Country's call— 
He bore it on from year to year,: 
'Mid interchanging h<^ and fear^ 
He bore it whan it awiiil bnrtt, 
And, wild and raging, did its worst 
In battles fouf^t on many a field, 
To make our patri<^ chieAain yk4d. 
He bore it till it paes'd away 
Exhausted from Colambia« 
And brought what miilions waited fixs^ 
The end of this laseemly war.* 
Then up he rais'd his cheerful eye. 
And saw around a tranquil sky. 
Now all was. beauiteous and semne. 
Without a doud to intenrene. 
The thunder iieala had o^iaed to row^ 
The flashing lightning phiy'd np moni^ 
The storm roU'doff £ur to th^Sast^. 
And all its mighty roaiing ceased,. 
And this immortal patriot band, 
Who so long suffiBr'd for their land^ 
Beheld her now, hothgreat aad . fe»o ■ 
Establish'd in her liberty* 

At length, when half his Ufa was i^snti 
They made hisn the first Presidentr 
Of that great oomitry ha had blest 
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"With holy peace and wonted rest 
He was its Mend and &ther, too, 
Still ready in his place to do 
Whateyer might be Just and wise 
To make her wondrous in the eyes 
Of all the nations of the earth— 
A new republic great in birth, 
The foremost mortals eyer saw 
In force of arms, in loye of law, 
In science, trade, and all beside. 
Which fosters generous, noble pride — 
A land of eyery good possessed, 
Far spreading to the distant west, 
A land of high undying name, 
A land of great, prodigious fame—. 
A land where mightiest works are done, 
The land of God and Washington. 

Had he been like Napoleon Third, 

And ask'd the thing, though most absurd, 

They would haye found a way somehow 

To put a crown upon his brow. 

They would haye bold proclaimed him king. 

And made these States United ring 

With myriads loudly shouting for 

Great Washington as Emperor. 

Instead of this, he nobly stood 

Decided for the public good; » 

He went with head and heart and hand 

For a Republic in the land. 

He would not liye in high estate. 

He would not be a potentate; 

He bade his army all. Farewell, 

The soldier and the General 
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He bid them haste to prirate lifb, 
And keep remote from noise and strife; 
He bid them seek, while they should live, 
The blessings peace and freedom give. 
He handed back his glittering sword 
To that great nation he ador'd; 
He bid them keep it in their sight, 
Suspended high and shining bright. 
And use it, as their need should bef 
In brave defence of liberty. 
He was a man of humblest mind— 
He every public post 'resigned. 
And meekly took his place again 
Among the private sons of men; 
And there he lived, and there he died, 
Close by Potomac's rolling tide; 
And there in humble state he sleeps, 
While o*er him still the nation weeps 
In memory 6f her noblest son, 
The great, the giUed Washington. 

No more he toils with ceaseless care 
CWhen almost sunk in dread despair,) 
To find out some successfol way 
To save his loved America. 
No more he prays, through stormy nights, 
To God, to save the nation's rights — 
To send them help by land and sea 
To gain the wanted victory. 
No more he mounts his fiery steed. 
And flies away with lightning speed 
To meet some bold invading men 
And drive the spoilers back again. 
No more he sees the bayonets bright, 

B 
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All glittering in the dazzling light; 
Nor feels at heart the dire alarms, 
Nor gives the cry, '* To arms, To arms." 
No more he shouts amid the noise 
Of battle great, ** Come on, brave boys," 
We'll conquer yet before we cease. 
And leave oui country blest with peace. 
These trpng scenes with him are o'er. 
He mfbgles in the fight no more; 
His labors, su^rings, all are past- 
He's sunk to wanted rest at last. 

He sleeps like others— just the same, 
Unconscious of his boundless fame. 
He hears not what loud cannons roar 
To spread that fame from shore to shore- 
He hears not what shrill trumpets sound 
To spread it all the world around. 
He knows not what pseans are sung 
To him in almost every tongue — 
How children, with untold delight. 
Speak out his name at mom and night- 
How wond'ring millions shout and sing, 
And make the heav'ns stupendous ring 
With his most just and worthy praise. 
Which, under God, will last always. 
He sees not what tall statues they 
Prepare for him, as well they may — 
What monuments, immense and high, 
They raise immortal to the sky, 
To show to ages long to come 
The glorious vict'ries he has won. 
He sees not how the good and brave 
Ck)me bending o'er his honor'd grave. 
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And weep at thought of him who lies 
Here, hid indeed &om mortareyes, 
Bat lies, the great man and renownM, 
With thousand, thousand blessings crownM — 
Tes, lies and sleeps, the mighty dead. 
With matchless glory round his head. 
He knows not how the great and small 
Come &r, come often, and come all 
*To see, with wonder and delight. 
What still remains on Vernon's height 
That this blest man has left behind. 
In whom all virtues were combinM, « 
And tread again where once he trod — 
The great^ the good^ the man of Ood. 



THB REGIMENT THAT WENT FOR THE 
FEE AND NOT FOR THE FIELD. 

The regiment was the finest far 
That rose and armM there for the war; 
'Twas gallant, noble, sprightly, fair. 
Few others could with it compare. 
It was the pick of all the State, 
Some gathered early — others late; 
It was the flower— it was the prime 

Of ftoiished at the time 

When all she had was in demand 
To save the sinking, suffering land. 
The lawyers, doctors, school men, too. 
The politicians, pure and true, 
The Union Leaguers, one and all. 
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The yoiingy the old, the gveat and sniaUi 
The wise, the rich, the blest and good. 
The holy man who toilM for Qod— 
All left their homes and went that day 
To fight and save America. 
The fother and his sons were now 
Amid these ranks; they quit the plough— 
They left their bnsy toils and trades 
To bold repel those rebel raids, 
Which were producing so much fear 
Around our more exposed frontier. 

The sister^s feelings, warm and strong, 
Were to her brothers fondly drawn-- 
She loved them well, but it is true 
She loved her country dearly too. 
She, therefore, said, **Go, brothers, go. 
And shrink not at the sight of woe — 
Go, nobly fight^^go, nobly die 
To crush this dire conspiracy." 
The mother^s only son was there; 
She gave him up in fervent prayer 
To go, at every cost, and be 
A firm support to liberty. 
The generous husband, brave and tall. 
Stood chief-like with these soldiers alL 
Of thousands round heM been the boast— 
A legion he, a mighty host, 
To stop foul treascm's poisonous breath. 
And make it yield to right or death. 
The wife beheld him standing there — 
She fondly said, " Farewell, my dear." 
To give him up had tried her-flcffe. 
She loved him, but the country moie; 
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And.hence, upoa that aoleunnday. 
She gave her dearest friend away, 
Expecting sure, when next they'd meet», 
To see him in his winding sheet 

The hopes of many, thousand men, 
Were centred in that regiment then. 
They followed it with prayers and tears— 
They foUow'd it with hopes and fears: 
The expectations through the State, 
Bepos'd in it, were large and great. 
They looked with feelings none can tell, 
To see it represent them well; 
They lookM to see it in the sight 
Of all the world reflect its light; 
They looked to see it plan and do 
What few beside were equal to; 
They lookM to see it strike the blows, 
Which would confound their rebel foes, 
CWhile seeking to destroy the peaoe,^ 
And force them from that work to cease. 

These soldiers went— they stay'd—thpy play'd— 
They figur'd well on dress parade^ 
They talk*d &om morning dawn till nighl 
Which cause was wrong and which was right. 
Exempt alike fVom fear, and care, 
They spent much time in pleasure there; 
They frequent stood to guard the stores. 
Which lay upon a^joini^g shores; 
They sometimes went to ope the way 
To camps where distant regiments lay; 
They went and came at bugle call, 
Bui neV a InxMeforigM at aU. 



At length, when nine months had been spent, 
They left the field, the drill, the tent, 
And hastenM home with Joy to tell 
That they, while there, behaved so well. 

When forth to war battalions go 
To make a fair imposing show. 
And not to meet and quell the foe, 

*Tis false and nnavailing. 
Or, when they simply go for pay. 
And not to brave the battle day, 
Reluctant all the while to stay. 

Our cause must still be failing. 

But when they go like valiant men- 
All purposed to return again 
When troublers yield, and not till then. 

Our cause will fail us never. 
TheyUl make the hills and valleys sound 
With noise of battle ringing round. 
And bring fell treason to the ground, 

To rise no more forever. 

Then States with States, throughout the land, 
Will aU, in faith and friendship, stand 
OombinM in one harmonious band, 

Which naught on earth can sever. 
The nation's flag will proudly fly 
Triumphant through the beauteous sky, 
And long and loud will be the cry, 

•* Columbia lives forever." 
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BRAVE STALWART MEN. 

We* ye oft been told by saint and sage — 
We^ye read it from the Sacred Page, 
That there was once a wondrous age 
Of long and healthful liying. 

Of early death men had no fears, 
They liyed almost a thousand years, 
As plainly from the book appears 
Of early Scripture history. 

So, in the time when Greece was great, 
Fair Sparta was a famous State, 
Because her sons ne^er drank nor ate 
What hurt their constitutions. 

We'yc read the story of the band 
That marchM with swords and spears in hand, 
To meet the foe and saye the land 
When Xerxes was inyading. 

Six hundred soldiers were the most 
Composing that immortal host. 
Which stood for fight upon the coast 
Where Persian hordes were treading. 

There in Thermopylse's narrow strait, 
The captain and his band did wait 
To meet whatever might be their fate. 
In fighting for their country. 

Three million men, historians say, 
Those lusty Spartans met that day. 



BJULT& 8TALWABT UIBK. 

Nor would they turn their backs till they 
Had stopped the bold inyaaioiL 

'Twas so with Scotia^s noble race 
Of lofty mien and dauntless face; 
These men, for power to stand or chase, 
Have never yet been beaten. 

We're heard it often, often said, 
The Scots, whom Bruce and Wallace led. 
Bank first among the mighty dead, 
Whose fame can never perish. 

No matter when or where they wrought, 
No matter when or where they fought, 
They have been long and justly thought 
The prime of human species. 

They lived upon the plainest fare— 
At home, abroad, and everywhere; 
And thus they took unceasing care 
Of healthy to make it lasting. 

So, with our sturdy fathers, too— 
Of human kind there have been few 
Who took so much in hand to do 
As these illustrious mortals. 

They fought with savage hordes around, 
They fell'd great forests to the ground 
And made the hills and vales resound 
With noise of their industry. 

When there was need, they would be free— 
They met the foe on land and sea, 
And gained immortal victory, 

Which made them ever famous. 
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There ne^er has been siiice lime begun 
A race of men beneath the sun, 
Who have so fast to gloTy nm, 
As these, onr honorM fathers. 

With studied care they sought to be, 
In principle and practice ^e 
Flrom vile debasing luxury— 

And thus they lired and prosperM. 

We hear a voice, which speaks aloud 
From loved ones wrapt in death's pale shroud, 
Saying to us, and all the crowd, 
Go children and do likewise. 

Go, with your arms upraisM and strong— 
GOy with your swords all bravely drawn— 
On hill, and field, and shore, and lawn, 
Defend your native country. 



GARIBALDI AND THE POPE. 

WritUn at the time of Qaribaldi^s ItfSUtary SoeoMifs In Italy. 

Can we concede the thing one hour 

0£ Papal delegation— 
That any man's endow'd with power 

To rule in our salvation? 

He says he ilQs 8t. Peter's chair— 

Of this there is no doubt; 
But if that holy xnan were there 

Perhaps lie'd turn him out. 
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He says he is a prophet gieat^ 
Endowed with special grace, 

To act in things of Church and State 
For all the human race. 

He says, forsooth, he holds the keys 

Of everlasting fate, 
To free admit, or, if he please, 

Shut out as reprobate. 

Wake, sons of It'ly, all awake, 
And tell your grave dissensions 

From king or priest, who dares to make 
These arrogant pretensions. 

Behold, in abject, servile state. 
You've lived a long probation; 
Now strike and make this day the date 
Of blest emancipation. 

The God of Heav'n has form'd the plan- 
Some one must bear it through, 

And Garibaldi is the man 
Who has this work to do. 

Great conqueror, move on — ^move on! 

The world now waits to see 
Your armies at the gates of Rome, 

To give Rome liberty. 

Fear not, if Austria should oppose. 

And great Napoleon, too; 
The God who fought when Luther rose 

Will surely fight for you. 

Then wilt thou, Garibaldi, fail 
To do the thing that's meet, 
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And leaye fhis Cftuse of each avail 
To end in sad defeat? 

Say, wilt thou yet to bad adrice 

In hapless moments yield- 
Throw down thy anns in cowardice 

And basely quit the field ? 

Wilt thon ere long prepare to fly 

And hie thee home to sleep, 
And leave these sons of Italy 

In bondage stOl to weep ? 

Wilt thou become a truckler yet, 

And play a double game — 
Thy past successes all forget, 

And lose thy well-eamM fame? 

Be prudent, man, and valiant too— 

Toil on from sun to sun. 
Nor cease till thou hast carried through 

This glorious work begun. 

Stand up before a gazing world 

And show thyself a man— 
With flags of freedom wide unfrirrd. 

Lead on the army van. 

Set to— set to, with all thy might- 
Let men and angels see 

As heretofore, so now, the right 
Must gain the victory. 



PART II. 



These pieces were composed on different occasions oc- 
curring through the last fiye years, and on subjects sug- 
gested by the occasions. They were intended to inspire 
patriotism— especially loye to the Union cause and the 
Federal Government. 

J. Sbcebbion and Civil Wae. 

2. Chbistian Patbiotism. 

3. The Crowning Day. 

4 NoRTHEBN Adventures. 

5. Well Meant. 

6. Union Song of Victory. 

7. OxjR National Flag. 

8. National Honor. 

9. Star of Hope. , 
10. No Country Like Ours. 



SECESSION AND CIVIL WAR. 

Written on the first day of National Fasting after ihit War wltk 
the South began. 

See our Eagle's pinions shorn— 
See the Stripes all rudely torn. 
While the dimmed Stars piteous mourn 
The fortunes of the country. 

From our gallant ships that sail, 
Slow and solemn in the gale, 
Now and then there comes a wail 
Of mourning for the country. 

Hark I along each river shore 
How the troubled waters roar; 
Daily, nightly, sighing o'er 
The deeply injured country. 

See our matrons lowly bow'd— 
Mantled in a sable shroud — 
Sighing deeply, sobbing loud, 
In anguish for the country. 

See their bosoms rent with care— 
See them agonize in pray'r— - 
Pleading still with God, to spare 
The bleeding, bleeding country. 

Spirits of those mighty men. 
Now returning back again 



40 8BCB66XON ASD CIYIL WAB. 

To the place they periflh^d^ when 
The land was once inyaded; 

Cry from off the battle ground, 
In a wild and wailing Bound^ 
To the gathMng crowds around 
To rally for the country. 

Hark! upon yon Southern shore, 

How the deaTning cannons roar 

Pealing, pealing more and more, 

Fortells destruction coming. 

See the lightning's vivid flash, 
Through the low'ring war clouds dash- 
Threatening with a mighty crash 
The fall of this Republic. 

Millions rising in their might. 
Ready for the dreadful fight. 
Watch the hour by day and night. 
For bloody, bloody action. 

Seldom since the world began 
Was there such a deep-laid plan 
E'er devised by fiend or man. 
To work out death and ruin. 

But the plan will signal fail: 
Should both earth and hell assail, 
All will be of no avail 

To bring to pass their purpose. 

Let these rebels madly rage- 
Let them ftuious warfare wage. 
Yet there will remain a page 

On which to write their downfall. 
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Some kind angel from aboye, 
Hoyering o'er ns like a doye, 
Will in constant ooyenant loye 
Defend when cannons rattle. 

Yes, the lighted heay'nly powers, 
When the storm of yengeance lowers, 
Will, through all these dang'rous hours, 
- Maintain oar cause in battle. 

Up, theni to the field repair- 
Neither blood nor treasure spare — 
Fight till you haye brayely there 
Overthrown this curs*d rebellion. 

Strike to set the captiyes free— 
Strike again for liberty- 
Let these troublers plainly see 
They can be easy beaten. 

Time will come to think, relent — 
Days will come when they'll repent, 
And perhaps with one consent 
Return and join the Union. 

Joyful songs will then arise — 
Earth re-echo with the cries: 
" Great Columbia never dies— 
Her pillars stand unbroken.'* 

Built upon a solid rock — 
Great indeed must be the shock. 
Which can break the mighty lock 
That keeps this plighted Union. 
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CHRISTIAN PATRIOTISM. 

Christians must be always ready 

To take hold of eyerjrthing 
Which, when followed dose and steady. 

Will the promised blessings bring. 
They must rise and teach the youthful 

How to walk in noble ways- 
How to be both wise and tratMil 

In the morning of their days. 

Christian men must take our meetings 

For devotion, to their care — 
They must come with holy greetings 

To support them everywhere. 
They must join in prayer and praises 

In the churches, day by day — 
They must give us light that blazes 

To conduct us on our way. 

Christian men must save the nation — 

They are call'd to do the deed— 
They must bring us great salvation 

In the urgent time of need. 
They must come and fill the places 

On the land and on the sea, 
Where, to show their christian graces, 

It is needful they should be. 

Christian men must join the army 
And be soldiers brave and strong, 

O, such soldiers always charm me 
When I see them pass along. 
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They must boldly fo to bfttUe— 
They must mingle in the fight, 

And while thtmd^ring cannons rattle, 
Pray to God to speed the right 

Christian men must take the Navy — 

Truth assures us such as these 
Areihe men to guide it brayely 

To the victMes of the seas. 
They must promptly man each vessel— 

They must pace it to and ftx>. 
While in fervent pray'r, they wrestle 

For success wherever they go. 

Christian men must visit stations 

Where the sick and wounded lie. 
Taking with them preparations 

To restore them, lest they die. 
They must go where duty calls them. 

And proceed in faith and speed, 
Not regarding what befalls them 

In an urgent time of need. 

Christians must be up and doing 

On the land and on the sea. 
Always planning and pursuing 

Schemes of great philanthropy. 
They must keep their lights all burning- 

They must make their efforts tell ; 
Had not Gideon's soul been yearning, 

Palestine had surely fell. 

Christian men must give their treasure 
To supply the public iieed» 
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And forego botii kome andpteasure 

TBI the iniftering nation's fineed 
From the miseries which attend her 

InfUs fratriddal war- 
Till her God is plea%'d to send her 
Tliat sweet pe%oe she's fighting for. 

Christian me* miisl not be doting 

On some idols at their homes, 
Bat arise a^d do the TOtIng 

Wl^en the time for duty oomea 
They most out »id lead the putjr. 

As it moves in party strife, 
And by actions wise and hearty, 

Seek to give the nation life. 

Christian men should mostly role usr- 

Men who are both good and g^reat, 
And in wisdom rightly school us 

For the service of the State, 
Then will intrigue and corruption. 

Vice and folly mainly cease, 
And instead of fell destruction. 

All the land be bless'd with peace. 

Christian men must never falter 

In the cause they know is rights 
Truth and duty cannot alter 

In the Great Creator's sight. 
They must then stand firmly to it,^ 

Be the trial what it may-— 
They must persevere and do it 

Till they've itilly won the day. 
Thus with headwind hejirt foid hai^d, 

They mtxst work to save tte lai^. 
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THE CROWNING t)AY. 

Wilttm fti tlM ttM Dfottr nrttMB nraanfl ^tMMMOlnuK 1 

Whatever we are (if good the case) 
We are by aU-euAcieiit graee. 
tten let vs froBt to grace the miore, 
It is a rich and boun^DeBa stoTB 
Of mercy sent in toatddess lore 
To help us timely ftom abore. 
In every work we undertake, 
Both for our own and othera' sake, 
'TwOl strmigthien ns as nothing can 
Bedde this grace support a man. 
*Twi]l make nsbnrre as Ottsar was, 
And psitientlike the man of Us. 
'Twill make ns wise ttidiii^;lity loo— 
'Twin make ttg^ In all Hire do. 
'Twin make lis ealm in daii^r^ hoitr^ 
'Twill msike vR'jiist'in nse of po^er-- 
'TiHll quell dtir uigtdiai, dry oar teats— 
Resolye our dbnbtiEK, siQipiessoiiP fears— 
'Twin show tss, in the brl^ht'ning ifty, 
The star of hope to cheer the eye— 
'Twin lead ns in a prosperous way 
And bring at IttSt the drowning dof. 

80, in the war our &thers waged, 
With heads and hearts and hands engaged. 
To firee the land they lov'd so weU 
From cnn'd desigiDdi and plots of helL 
'Twas not of glory onoe they IhOHght— 
'Tiasa aot iot power or-ftae th^y ilM«h^ 
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'TwaB not for mirthftil life and < 

*Twa8 not for treasure on the seas— 

*Twa8 not for noble blood and birth, 

Nor yet for conquesta in the earth, 

They gnuspM the sword and took the field, 

ResolT^d to die bat not to yield. 

'Twas for the right to speak and teU 

How they should liye, where they should dwell — 

How sing their songs, how offsr iHrayers— 

How regulate their own afhirs 

And manage all things small and great, 

As sovereign mlers of the State. 

*Twas for the right, when so incUnM, 

To speak the feelings of their n^d — 

To be consulted — giye consent 

In framing laws of government. 

^Twas for the right to have a choice 

In things elective, yea, a voice 

80 loud, distinctive, bold and clear. 

That men must heed as weU as hear. 

A right to say when war and peace 

Should each begin, or promptly cease-* 

A right ei^oy'd since time began. 

To be that thing we call a man, 

'Twas for such precious rights as these 

They took their axes, fell'd the trees-— 

They took and kept in name of God, 

The sacred soil on which they trod. 

So, for these same dear native rights, 
They stood and bled upon the heights 
Of lands which long in wildness lay 

• Through famous North America. 

' Sometimes they fought like bravest men 
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And gainM them an immortal name. 
They oft adyancM npon their fees 
And drove them back with heaviest blows, 
And made them feel, (God be ador'd,) 
The heel was better than the sword. 
Their faith was often sharp assaiPd 
When Britons in the war prevailed— 
Their souls were often sorely tried 
When generous help was stem deny'd. 
The scene was sometimes spread with gloom 
80 deep and dark, there was no room 
To hope for any better day 
Till years of toil had passed away. 
But calm and firm still there they stood, 
True to their covenant and to God. 
UncrushM, uncheck'd by any fear. 
They yet resolv'd to persevere- 
Not leave the work but half-way done. 
Which had so justly been begun. 

It is so in this present war. 
All we have wish'd and waited for 
Has not been fWy gained, indeed, 
A thing in which we're all agreed. 
But shall we, therefore, false maintain 
Success is hopeless, fruitless, vain, 
And in temptation's trying hour, 
Disgraceful yield to tempting ix>w6r, 
TUl we such honorM trust betray 
As makes a nation lose its day? 
Say, is this war a thing so alight 
It must be ended in a night? 
Or is it yet a thing so grave. 
There is no power at all to save? 
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Must this whole work be pxompUy done 
Between the mom and evening son, 
And, unless done in one short day, 
Be thence forerer put away? 
Oh, whereas our courage, whereas our zeal, 
And where the loye we all should feel 
For this dear land which gave us birth— 
The fidxest far that^s known on earth? 
Have we forgot the vows we took 
When Sumter fell in flames and smoke, 
How oft we then most solemn said 
(In sacred memory of the dead,) 
That let the time be e^er so long, 
We^d full repay that daring wrong? 
If right be right and naught besides— 
If God in righteonsness abides, 
*Tis plainly theirs, stem justice saith, 
To choose the right or take the deaUu 
'Tis ours to make this doctrine stand 
Supreme and sovereign o^er the land. 

Why then disoourag'd— why cast do¥m? 

The greater cross, the brighter crown — 

The mightiest works we have to do 

Bring sweetest pleasure when they^re through. 

Our duty's i>lain, our course is dear 

To stand to right and persevere. 

The more adventured in liie strife 

The greater honors gain'd for life, 

For deaths and ages yet to be— 

For boundless immortality. 

Admit that brothers' sacred b^ood 
Has flowed in torrents like a flood 
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And BtainM with dismal crimson gore, 
This snff'ring land from shore to shore. 
Admit that myriads have been slain 
And myriads more the cause to gain- 
Admit whole navies have been bam*d 
And ^ties half to ndn tom^d; 
Admit vast millions have been spent 
Already by the government — 
Admit that rains, dark and wide, . 
Are spreading round on every side 
To mar the land through future years 
And draw from eyes the bitterest tears. 
Shall we, regardless of this cost, 
Give up the cause and say, 'Tis lost? 
Shall we, when half the fighting's o'er. 
Fly from the field to fight no more— 
From what remains, retreat, recoil, 
And throw away whole years of toil? 
Shall we, when half the work is done. 
Stop short beneath a noontide sun. 
And see that sun, oh dreadful sight I 
Go down in dark tempestuous night. 
And leave us on this western shore 
A nation sunk to rise no more? 
Where is there one true-hearted man 
Who BOW approves of such a plan? 
Where is there one trae patriot found 
Who ventures now to take this ground? 
The government must be sustained — 
The sovereignty of law maintained. 
And subjects all be made to see 
They must respect '* The powers that be.*' 

Then let us rally, one and all, 
o 
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New rally at otur ooimfry*B caU; 
With minda firm set and feeliiig& steerd, 
Betake and keep the battle field. 
Let OS with armor glitt'xing bright, 
Stand «p by millions to the fi|[^t; 
And millions more, if needed be, , 
To gain the wanted victory. 
It will not do to hesitate; 
The time has pass'd for mere debate. 
The thing we must have at this day 
Is fighting — cost Just what it may; 
Nor can we hope the war will cease 
Until they're forc'd to terms of peace. 

One thing which common sense demands, 
Is faith and patience in our plans. 
The rebels may succeed at times — 
They may be prospering in their crimes; 
'Twould not be strange if it were so, 
The thing has been long, long ago. 
They may a stubborn front maintain 
And now and then a yict'ry gain. 
But all this seeming well-done work 
Will naught ayail — ^they caimot shirk 
Dread judgments coming thick and fast 
To crush their cherished hopes at last. 
Unless they're aided from abroad^ 
In fancied fairness or in fraud, 
'Tis plain as sun^light in the sky 
They soon mast famish, faint and die. 

But Union men and their blest cause, 
Sustained by heay'n's unchanging laws. 
Will gain sUppbrt in every clime 



fss cnomnir* say. N 

And stand nnowuM m ead of tiln^^ 

Nor will their wotk dn Mftii be d<)n# 

Till time expires, and yonder Mdi 

Goes down in diurkness and in blood. 

And brings the last great day of God— 

When rebels, patriots, masters, slaves, 

Will rise immortal from their grayes, 

And hasten to the chosen place 

Where he appoints to Judge the race. 

Then questions long dispnted here 

Win be to men and angels clear. 

The opening of eternal light 

Will aliolr whaithB wromg^wm show What's right, 

And tidngs now left ih deep det^Mdr 

WIH an be fHly settled there. 

'then let us rise and onward go— 
Our oanse defeated— that's not so; 
Onr cause is Arm, our way is clear, 
Adyancing steady year by year. 
We're gaining on the Sonthem boys— 
They make theit brags, a fhiitless noise— 
They fl^l Vkb Indians half concetd'^d. 
We want theni on the open field. 
And there, unless they flee away. 
We'll gain a bright triumphant day« 
If oft they've spoil'd us heretofore, 
We'U q>oil them then immensely more— 
If oft theyVe conquer' d in the past, 

'Tls mte I3ie ChiiMiaii -#aHkre mticfa. 
The wMe ffi til i«s |>art(l IS fmeh, 
thmgtM^lfy BfuAce thd bestdi^lay. 



Must let th0 OTil hAT6 its way, 
In all niGh cues as will tend 
To kill it outright in the end. 



NORTHERN ADVENTURES 

OF KAPOLBOK TO BU88IA AHD OBlISBAL UEB TO PSKK- 

STLTANIA. 

Wrlttmi ftlmoit tmmedlately befbre tho batUe of GtottyibniK. 

The snow was fUling deep around-^ 
The wind blew bleak and cold that day, 

And as they marched, no tnunpet sound 
Was heard to cheer them on their way. 

Now slow these suffering soldiers moy*d. 
With Moscow's glittering spires in view; 

At every step they took they prov'd 
How staunch they were, how braye and trae« 

But suddenly, as near they came, 
CMid countless wild and frantic cries,; 

They saw the city wrapt in flame 
And perishing before their eyes. 

This was a last, a desperate deed 

Performed at an ill-fated hour. 
That by the act she might be freed 

From great Napoleon's grasping power. 

The warriors stood and trembling gazed 
Upon the flames as wide they spread, 

The more the conflagration bUized, 
The more their hopes were stricken dead 
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Without a shelter from the blasts 
Whidi blew so wild and fiercely there, 

They felt themselyes outdone at hist, 
And yielded up to sad despair. 

The God who made them only knows 
How loud they shriek'd, how deep they sigh*d 

When, struggling in cold winter snows, 
They sunk exhausted, groan'd and died. 

They could no more each other greet- 
No more, in turn, each other saye; 

The snow was now their winding sheet. 
And there they found a common graye. 

Their prowess was supremely great. 
But here they yentur^d to their cost; 

They saw and felt it, when too late. 
The prize was gone — ^the army lost. 

Far o^er those distant, dreary plains. 

Some sad memorials still are found 
Of this great army^s last remains. 

Now moulding there beneath the ground. 

When Moscow sunk in burning fire 

So briskly fanned by ether breath; 
The bursting flames rose high and higher 

To light them to the shades of deaths 

They were the brayest of all men — 
They gained indeed a world-wide fiime, 

But they will neyer rise again 
To spread the terror of their name. 

They set their banners to the gale— 
They bid the Russian wilda fiurewell; 



Bat few lemrn'd U> tell the tiJe 
Of how they dkd when Moeoow felL 

They met the foe, they took the V^J-^ 
They conquer^ Europe hi their might, 

But di^adftU WM the hqpleiB 4ay 
They went to Ruasian cUinro to ight 

Lp ! here we have i^ similar case 
Of warriors marching to the place 
Where though th^y tread with cautiooB feet, 
They^ll meet at last a sad defeat 

They form indeed a mighty host — 
They strength and courage justly boast— 
They march with hannexs flying high. 
But mardi in pomp and pride to die. 

Behold, a storm is gathMng fast. 
We see — ^we feel the coming blast, 
With awfi^l voice it roars aloud 
Like tiumder from the distant doud. 

'Tis not a storm of hail or snow 
Which bids this host no farther go; 
With trumpet peak and ratUing drums, 
It is the battle shock that comes. 

Perhaps, befpre anpther sun 

Goes down, the strife will haye begun. 

And who that yenturea there can say 



Thali he'll sunive this battle day. ' | 

Ohl desperate warriors-rmadden'd men! 
Before your hosts return again, 
Tou*ll dpi»)itka8 Dsal it to yonx eost^ 
T1|Q things jou'TQ aoi^t hftte all: haen lost. 
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You've wan4ex'd far, too &r from lUHiio*-' 
YouVe wanideT'd wheie *1;is death to roam, 
And long you'll me the game you've play'd 
In venturing on thin Northern raid. 



WELL MEANT TO THE MEN OP THE SOUTH. 

Written after the Batttes of the Wiklerpesa. 

Whenever the South is the theme of discourse, 
You join in discussion with fervor and force — 
You stand up and speak out vehemently for 
The men of the South as the men for the war. 
You seem to proclaim it with special delight 
That nature and training have formed you for fight- 
That one is as firm as the rock or the tree— 
Another as fierce as the lion can be- 
That all are for battle, for rushing and raid, 
As daring a people as God ever made. 
You tell us, exulting, what wonders you've done — 
What conflicts you've ventur'd, what vict'ries you've 

won — 
What heights you've ascended, what dangers you've 

braved — 
What foes you have slaughter'd, what friends you have 

saved. 
Now what you have gain'd by such vauntings as these 
We leave for all nations to judge as they please; 
The proof of your greatness must certainly rest 
On what you've accompHsih'd when put to the test 
There once was a dog of such fierceness uid fire 
The sight of another dog kindled his ire— 
'Twas his to be fighting, and fight Towser would, 
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Whatever might follow, for evil or good. 
This bully one dark day broke loose from his chain, 
(With madness and fury disturbing his brain, J 
He challenge a conflict and quickly espied 
A tiger advancing up dose by his side; 
The dog looked suspicious, but thought he must try — 
Adventure a battle and conquer or die. 
The fight was begun— the dog did his best- 
Rough handled and bleeding, he frankly confess^, 
Instead of now making the tiger his prey, 
'Twas plenty for him to get out of the way. 

Tou seem to excel in profoundness of mind, 

In that you^ve searched it completely, and find 

That bond-servants now are and ever must be 

The prop of a State which is perfectly free. 

Sure none but civilians of calibre great 

Would venture on teaching what you've taught of late — 

That States wluch have freely and solemnly swore 

To act in conjunction with twenty-two more. 

May break from such Union just when they think best. 

And leave to daik chances the fate of the^rest 

If this be your doctrine, come tell us, what way 

A nation confederate can stand for a day? 

If this be your doctrine, then why do you call 

Your States and your people Confederate at all? 

We love to give honor to whom it is due — 

Great honor or cursing is coming to you 

For teaching all mortals, by word and by deed. 

If yielding donH suit them, they've but to secede 

And set up some government form of their own. 

Where nothing exists as a chief comer stone. 

But part after part may secede from the whole, 

Till nothing is left it of body or souL 
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Long, long will your course in another thing, yet, 
Be lookM at and thought of; men cannot forget 
The lessons you^e taught to the great and the small^ 
To kingdoms and nations and goyemments all, 
That if; peradyentnre, a people should be 
Deprived of some rights which belong to the free, 
They need not recur to the Law for redress- 
To goyemment institutes, paper, or press — 
They need not repair to the Council or Court— 
They^ye nothing to do but to fire on the Fort— 
They'ye nothing to do but to rise in one day 
And sweep the old flag of the nation away— 
To seize on the arsenals and capture the stores 
And bum up the dock-yards which lay on the shores— 
To tell* of their war-skill and might in the field, 
Then Yankees will cower and foemen all yield. 

The prowess apparent in most of your deeds, 

In our estimation entirely exceeds 

The soldierly conduct your fathers display M 

At Camden and Guilford, in battle array'd. 

Vast regions of carnage beneath your bright feky. 

Where thousands on thousands in death-slumbers lie, 

Prodfdm it in thunder tones oyer the earth 

You're warriors by training — you're warriors by birth. 

There, there sleep the mighty in dark gory beds, 

While fame with her trumpet unceasingly spreads 

The names of these heroes, far, far ftrom the place 

They fell in the battle, the braye of our race. 

But who, in a bluster, rush'd into this war? 
'Twas you that begun it, and what was it for? 
Belief from oppression, was this the true cause — 
Belief firom a system of despotic laws— 
c* 



58 "WBLL UEXSr TO THE MEIT CP XEB fiOUTK. 

Defence against demagogues rising within 

And spoiling what is ngw and ever has 1»een 

Pecoliar to this famous land of the WesU- 

The land of all others most perfectly blest? 

All nonsense, braye fellows, the case is not so 

That things such as these haye occasioned our woe. 

Ton own the graye fact, when this conflict began 

We had the best goyemment giyen to man — 

In most of its features the best that can be 

To make a land noble and thriying and free. 

A spirit to dictate— to goyem— to reign, 

Which oft gets possession of mortals insane — 

A spirit to carry the cause in debate— 

A spirit to rule or to ruin the State, 

Has brought down upon us these judgments ftrom Gk>d 

And plunged aU the land in a deluge of blood. 

Suppose you were injured, yet neyertheless, 

Was this the true method of seeking redress? 

In eyery depision of State-house and Court, 

A war becomes Just as a final resort 

Instead of the final, you made it the first; 

The remedy, therefore, was surely the worst 

Tou could haye selected, as matters now tend, 

To further your cause and accomplish your end. 

We did not begin it— you struck the first blow, 
On you be the guilt, then— on you be the woe 
Which flows from an eyil so mighty indeed 
That ere it is ended yast millions may bleed, 
And thousands on thousands of masters and slayes 
Lie sleeping together in dark, gory grayes. 
If you haye to carry this budget <^ sin, 
We pity, Dear Brothers, the case you are in, 
For though you be giants, you surely will rue 



The way yon have ehoeea belbie il is titfom^ 

Wherever you gather in daritnefls or B^it, 

We'll gather aroimd you prepar'dfor the flght 

Or if; peradyentiire, you laimch on the deep, 

We'll foUow you closely and vigilance keep 

O'er an your transactionB on land and on sea, 

Your wily and watchftal and strong enemy. 

We'll fight it out with you through lose aad throui^ gain— 

Through cold and through hunger, through toil and 

through pain— 
We'U fight it out with you through hopes and through 

fears- 
Through death and destrucdon for many l^tig years, 
And when it is ended, you doubtkM will own 
You'd better have left such a wai&re ilone. 



UNION SONG OP TIOTORT AND FBEBDOM. 

Composed Aft«r the takliig cT Altanta. 

Atlanta, once a shining place, 

Bemains one of renown, 
But General Hood, with blushing fkce, 

Was forced to quit the town. 

Bold Sherman with his army brave, 

Karch'd in, a victor there. 
Where now our flags in triumph wave, 

Proud flauating on Uie air. 

Thus Mobile, too, mist smre be ou»i 
Ere many wedn are paat^ 
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Our annies strong, bur bataI ponrers 
WiU capture it at last. 

The rebels know what all this means » 
They're thought the matter through; 

Just as it was with New Orleans, 
*Twill be with Charleston too. 

80 Yicksbnrg fell, she timely fell, 

With her defences all, 
80 Richmond now perceiyes it well, 

Her bulwarks too must fall. 

Her armies may be brave and strong 

And disciplined with care. 
But Bichmond cannot hold out long, 

For General Grant is there. 

The brave, heroic Sheridan, 

Down Shenandoah's vale. 
Has gained such mighty victories, 

The winds have told the tale. 

Old Petersburg is dose beset 

With foes on every side. 
Nor can the place much longer yet 

In safety still abide. 

This city so inclos'd around 

And kept with greatest care. 
Will shortly hear our trumpets sound 

The notes of triumph there. 

Ere long Fayette and Charlotteville, 

And Raleigh In the course. 
And other places stronger still. 

Must yield to Sherman's force. 



So on tbeflk OMUTe fnm day to daj, 

With tmmpet's ttiillii 
To evoy dty ig^ Oioir way, 

TmaUaieoonallaflt 



Jehorah^s helpini^ from the akiea— 

He*a fighliiig for the free; 
The open way before ns Hes— 

We're on to victOTy. 

Soon, soon on eyeiy mountain height 

Our noble Flag win stand. 
And ware by day and waye by night. 

In triomph o'er the land. 

Annmd it loudest songs will ring— 
Four million slayes set free 

Shan Join with ns and gladly sing 
The nation's jubilee. 



OUR NATIONAL FLAG. 

Wrttttn altar the eaptare of Ghwteiton and the rvpUoinf of tkm 
Flag on Fort Sumter. 

We justly may brag 

Of our noble Flag, 
And praise and exalt it in song, 

For thanks to the men 

Who'ye triumphed again, 
Oun, ours is the Flag of the stiong. 



U coTVt the taii¥e-»« 

ItriBB0IMltbOft]ftT^ 

And long m tMise** Ofbl in Ihe mb, 

This bamor nnferPd 

Wm tell to the world 
The Yict'rieg our XMtUm ]n» won. 

It stands on the shore 
Where ocean-waves roar. 

Attracting the gaze of all eyes- 
It floats from each tower. 
The emblem of power. 

And threatened inyaaion defies. 

See oyer yon height 

Bespangled and bright, 
How pompons and proud it appears; 

What mortals dare say 

But there it win stay, 
Enduring as stars in their spheres. 

O see on the mast 

That's moving so fkst 
O'er wide spreading oceans and seas. 

It tosses on high 

And plays in the sky, 
Proud flouncing to storm and to breesse. 

Our young men and old^ 

Our brave v^m and bold^ 
Our heroes and sages and tara 

Are led on Ih^r way 

To gXpiy ieach day 
By Mght fiNamhese bMMtiAd starft 



ffigh OTer fhe domes 

Of mandonfl and homes 
It pUjfltlly fltreams in the tir. 

And what on the earth 

Of beauty and worth 
Can once with this banner compare? 

Each brother and son 

Of great Washington- 
Each freemen on mountain and strand 

BhoQts lond when he sees 

Afloat on the breeze 
The Stars of our dear native land. 

Whateyer may be 

Of fatality— 
Of loss in this war, or of gain» 

These Stars most nmte 

Commingle their light 
And one constellation remain. 

Let brother and Mend 

In battle contend, 
And carnage spread over the ground; 

These Stars at the last 

When death^s work is past. 
Must all on our banners be found. 

niastrions Starsl 

Whatever now mars 
The peace of this country we lore^ 

Tour light must endure. 

All radiant and pure^ 
As stars which are sbi^ng above* 
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NATIONAL HONOR. 

A people's honor canH be lost 
Unless its done at greatest cost; 
If they consent to let it go, 
They've fitllen sadly, fallen low. 
'Twere better far to fall a prey 
To slaughter yet, as yet we may, 
On battle fields all bleeding lie. 
Than let our honor bleed and die. 
If we should &11 in such a strife, 
Our honor's dearer far than life; 
We fall by thousands, thousands wept, 
The life is lost, but honor's kept. 

Our flag disgrac'd, what are we then? 
A race of sinking, servile men, 
So much debased 'twill be in vain 
To wipe away the lasting stain. 
Though of the noblest parents bom. 
We'll rich deserve the sneer, the scorn 
Of nations great and nations small 
And be the song and sport of all. 

If we our honor sacrifice, 

All worth possessing with it dies— 

The heritage our fathers gave 

Will follow after to the grave. 

My Country, let thy honor be 

As sacred as thy liberty — 

Let both be ooimted priceless things, 

Whate'er of life or death it brings. 

Should thousands of thy bravest men 
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Lay faUen, ne*er to rise agam, 
Stm let thy flag in honor stand 
And waye in triumph o*er the land. 



STAR OP HOPE. 

When midnight darkness veils the skies, 

How joyftd 'tis to see 
Some cheering Star of Hope arise 

And shine out brilliantly. 

A dismal midnight darkness veils 

Yon Southern States below, 
It deep and deeper yet prevails, 

Would they could see it so. 

Their homes are filled with mortal strife— 
Their hearts with torturing grief— 

They're struggling, gasping hard for life, 
But all without relief. 

Their land resounds with fearftd cries- 
Dread foesfare treading there; 

'Tis stain'd with blood before their eyes 
And wasted every where. 

Although like bravest men they fight, 

They're weeping night and day- 
No gracious hand is there to wipe 
Their flowing tea^s away. 

But While their souls are flll'd with fears, 
Their land is stain'd with blood, 



9XASL OF HOPE. 

No Star of H(H>e as yet appears 
To lead ti&em back to Qod. 

The crushing power which rests upon 
Them, crushes more and more, 

And yet they rush presumptuous on, 
More stubborn than before. 

The angels see them from aboye 
With wonder and with grief, 

And mov'd by sympathetic love, 
Fly down to their relief. 

But no relief for them remains 
While they are mad in sin, 

Their rebel ways must all be cliang'd 
From what they long have been. 

It may be, some begin to tliink, 

fAs on they rashly go,^ 
That they are verging to the brink 

Of dreadful overtlirow. 

Perhaps the Star of Hope is now 

Arising to their sight. 
And casting on each mountain brow 

Some sweet and cheering light. 

When down in deep contrition bowM 
With shame upon their face. 

They all ate calling loud on God 
For his restoring grace. 

A bright and holy light will then 
Be pour'd upon their shore. 

And tUj?y'll become wise-hearted men 
To coofflsel irar no more. 



NO COUNTRY MKB OTJR& 

Here thii^-five Coiuiioini«alt]ifl gnmXLj luult 

In one of me bean^aad aiae^ 
While Angela in HesTea ase fiUed wilh delifhl 

To see such a nation ariae. 

We've heaid of great Stalea^ tiie Bepobfics of jore. 

Bright fdiining almoet aa tk» aim. 
But never on earth haye audi Slatea been before 

Aa ihoae wluch are here now began. 

Far atretching down Southward and &r to the East, 

And fStt to the Korih and the Weat, 
Lo, God the beat acul baa to na kindly leaaed 

That mortala have ever poaaeaa'd. 

A yaat population ia now treading here, 

Moat nobly engaged at their toil. 
They come from all parta of the world, far and near, 

To dwell on American aoiL 

Yaat anniea and nayiea and gOTemment powers 

Are with ua, and yaat ocean trade; 
On earth, lo, the nation in majeaty towers, 

The grandeat that God eyer made. 

O country illuatrioua, my dear native home I 

How noble thy inatitutea are, 
We^ye read of great Egypt and Persia and Rome, 

But thou art ezeelling them for. 

Thy capitala ahining in every State— 
Thy monuments riaing on high— 
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Thy bolwarkB of freedom, enduring and great, 
Now gladden the earth and the sky. 

My country excellingl how high is thy fiune— 
How mighty thy riches and power! 

The bold winds of heayen are bearing thy name 
All over the earth at this hour. 

O country immortal! I glory in thee. 
The land where the strangers find rest; 

Delighted, they hail thee far oyer the sea, 
And can thee the home of the blest. 

Bright land of the Pilgrims! although for a time 
Thy sky was with clouds oyercast, 

Those hours of affliction will only combine 
To make thee the brighter at last 



PART III. 

ISRAEL AND PALESTINE. 

1. MaBCHIHO to ASD THBOUOH THK DESMXt. 

2. Odx to Cahaak. 
8. Habp of Jupah. 

4 Ths Fall ahd Resikg ni Isbaxl. 



MABCHINO TO AND THRO' THE DESERT. 

That was a most triumpliaiit day 
When God took Isiaers tribes away. 
The Bhaking earth, the list'ning ddes. 
Oft heard their joyM songs arisei, 
As they, a ransom'df pilgrim band. 
Went marching through the desert land. 

A wondrous prophet led tiie yan 
In Egypt, where the march, began. 
Majestie there the prophet mov^d 
From rank to rank till he had proVd 
What Israers ransomed tribes would do 
When callM to pass the detert through. 

The Prophet, witii his lifted rod. 
Smote Fhar*oh's kingdom till it fell 
All broken by Che power of God, 
To let the tribes of Israel, 
Undudn'd, mitrsmmell^d, undismayed, 
Fkas out to where the desert laid. 

But Egypt was not yet sabdu'd; 
She gatherM heir best troops that day. 
And after liiael swtft pursued, 
To take him eaptlteon fibe way. 
And thus lestoie ib^ i^g band 
Before ffi/sy mitil^4 tlid iMsK ktt A 
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O 'tis a Joyjtal thing to teU 
How God protected Israel- 
Defended them from tyrant power-- 
8nstain*d them in the trying hour- 
Drowned their porsaers in the sea, 
But set his struggling people free. 

The roscu'd tribes with one accord 
Bang Joyfril songs then to the Lord. 
The earth, the air, the seas, the skies. 
All heard their sounding anthems rise, 
For help and succor they had found 
In marching to the de$ert ground. 

Strong mountains now majestic rose 
'Twixt Israel and his yanquish^d foes— 
A mighty sea with rolling tide 
Divided them from Egypt^s side. 
Thus safe, they all prepar'd anew 
To tread the gloomy desert through. 

A fiery pillar blazing bright 

Was guide to IsraeVs host by night, 

A cloudy pillar, through the day. 

Still led them on their winding way. 

With these to guide and cheer them, too. 

They marchM the trackless desert through. 

They hungered there, but Shiloh fed 
The hungry tribes with heavenly bread. 
In deep compassion<-KK>venant love. 
He sent strange manna from above. 
And thus sustainMthe Hunting band 
While traveling through the desert hind. 
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Though years of travel, sweat and toil, 
Were pass'd on that Arabian soU, 
Their clothing suffered, as we're told. 
No waste at all— it wax'd not old, 
But as it was when work begun, 
So it remain'd when all was done. 

It may seem like a tale or dream. 
But yet the thing is strangely true, 
That there a pure and living stream 
Pursued them all their Journey through. 
To quench their raging thirst each day. 
As they mov'd on their pilgrim way. 

Great Shiloh here was in command; 
Soon, led by his unerring hand, 
They came to Horeb, rising high 
Beneath a shaking, stormy sky. 
On which the God whom Israel fear'd, 
In august majesty appeared. 

Thick darkness, dreadful to the eye. 
Still darker gathered on that sky. 
Tumultuous tempests more and more 
Pour'd out a dismal, deaTning roar. 
While trumpets, sounding shrill and fast. 
Shook the creation with their blast 

Terrific thunders, pealing loud. 
Broke from the dark impending cloud; 
The mountain shook, the rocks were broke 
Beneath the dashing lightning's stroke. 
And fiery flames shot through the air 
While trembling Israel tarried there. 
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Far up tlie mountaiii's cmggy steep 
The Prophet's noble fona appeared, 
The shoes dischurgM from off his feet 
As he its lofty summit nearM, 
There to receive, witii sacred awe, 
The words of God^s eternal law. 

The Lord descending from the sky 
In mystic form, passM slowly by 
To let the prophet faintly see 
The glory of his majesty. 
He saw, and from that secret place 
Talk'd with Jehovah, face to face. 

But let me not forget to tell 
What numbers here inglorious fell 
Beneath Jehovah's kindled ire: 
8ome by the sword, some by the fire. 
Some by the plague, which, in one day, 
Swept thousands of their host away. 

The lightning's flash, the burning flame 
Swift from the Court of Heaven came, 
And swept, amid their guilty mirth, 
Two daring rebels from the earth. 
As quick as thought the thing was done. 
When all with them was lost or won. 

The fathers there, *mid lust and pride, 
Were stricken down and dreadful died— 
A hardened, unlSelieving race. 
Who found at last no burial place, 
But left their bodies on the sand 
To moulder in that desert land. 
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But lo! their aoiu whom Bhfloh choae 
To aerye his cause, immortal rose. 
(Their mincls illam'd with heaYenly fight— 
Their Christian graces ahiff i^g bright,) 
They humbly trod the desert through 
With Camian's goodly land in view. 

Their works, at morning, noon, and night, 

Were loyely in Jehovah's sight. 

They fidthfiil toil'd, they earnest prayed— 

They every order strict obeyM^ 

A generation wise and tme. 

Who nobly mareh'd the deeeri through. 

The King of Bashan, in his might, 
Came forth to stand in daring fight 
Against these sons of God, and make 
Their vanqniah'd legions quick forsake 
His boasted soil, or dreadful &11 
And perish— prophet, priest and all. 

But Israel saw without a fear 

His hold presummg troops appear. 

They set the battle in array 

And made these vaunting hosts their prey. 

Till angels, shouting, saw them stand 

Brave conquerors on that Bashfm land. 

These valiant men did once arise. 

By special order firom the skies, 

And fall upon their Midiaa foes 

And smite them with such dreadfVil blows 

That ne'er a power since time began 

Was spoir d, as tlMj spoil'd Midian. 
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There Am'lek came and boastM fought 
With Lsraers host, but all for naught. 
The Prophet stood with hands and eyes 
Upraised to Shiloh in the skies, 
Who heard his earnest, urgent plea, 
And gaye him there the yictorj. 

However bold, however brave 
The host may be, the power to save 
Is still in instant prayer, and then 
When it's sustained by faithftil men. 
Upholding both the Prophet's hands. 
While he before Jehovah stands. 

There Moab's King called fh>m the East 
A venal seer~a hireling priest, 
To vainly curse this conquering host 
Of €k2d, now spreading o'er his coast, 
. That he, in sweet exultant Joy, 
Might that accursed host destroy. 

An Angel from the realms of day, 
(With mighty sword grasp'd in his hand,) 
Withstood the hireling on his way 
And sternly gave him this command: 
Go, perverse Prophet, if you will. 
But yield to God's directions still. 

The Prophet came, but not to curse- 
He .came to do Jupt the reverse — 
To bless the happy pilgrim band 
Here traveling to a promis'd land. 
With rightflil views of them possessed, 
He thus the waiting king address'd: 
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** As mighty lions, bold and strong, 
These valiant tribes shall march along; 
They'll through and through great victories gain 
And drink the blood of thousands slain— 
High o'er the fallen Agag rise 
And live when time and nature dies. 

" I see them spreading far and wide 
Like gardens by the river side- 
Like valleys fillM with fruitful trees- 
Like whited sails upon the seas, 
Their goodly tents in order stand 
Here on the heights of Moab's land. 

'^ What man of greatest power and skill 
Can count the fourth of Israel? 
They'll brightly shine and multiply 
As numerous as the stars on high— 
They'll live alone, and rich or poor, 
Through every age of man endure. 

'* Behold, when years of time are run, 
A Star shall out of Jacob come— 
A sceptre shall from him arise 
And smite great Moab till he dies; 
Mount Seir and £dom then shall fkll 
And Israel triumph over alL 

'^ Siure no enchantment can prevail 
Against this host you would assail. 
Ko divination can succeed 
CWhate'ermay be the time of need, J 
Against a power which all must see, 
The man that curses, curs'd must be." 
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When this graye Prophet, jonng or old, 
Had thns his wondrous story told, 
Back to his ancient home he fled 
Without a gift, without reward, 
Content to leave what he had said 
To be accomplished by the Lord. 

When Israel, often in distress, 
Was traTeling through the wilderness, 
Lol all was wild and waste and drear. 
No flowing streams nor riyers near — 
No springing flelds, no bright display 
Of nature there to cheer their way. 

At length they nearM great Palestine, 
The fairest land that eyes haye seen — 
A land where generous fruits were growing- 
A land with milk and honey flowing— 
A land all robed in beauteous dress. 
Beyond the howling wilderness. 

When Moses on the mountain stood 
And cast his eyes across the flood, 
He saw the blest abode before 
His wondMng view; he saw the shore 
Where millions of his race would tread 
When he was numbered with the dead. 

But though he saw the promised land 
Before him rise, before him stand, 
CHoweyer great its beauties were, j 
He could not cross and enter there. 
But yet he died, 'tis sweetly true, 
With Canaan's land distbict in yiew. 
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So when the steady Christian dies 
He casts his longing, wishful eyes, 
Up to that dear and blest abode 
Where he's to sweetly dwell with God. 
He sees it with untold delight, 
And dies with heaven itself in sight 

'Twas thus the Prophet sunk to rest— 
A holy man-^most sweetly blest. 
He lived as few had lived before, 
He died in sight of Canac^^s shore; 
He nobly stood, he Joyful fell. 
Immortal Chief of Israel. 

No other prophet ever stood 
As Moses did, for IsraePs good — 
No other prophet e'er before 
Such part in holy labors bore. 
And hence, ^all the human kind, 
He's left the greatest name behind. 

Perhaps his like will ne'er again 

Arise among the sons of men, 

To faintless, fearless go before 

The hosts of God, and lead them o'er 

The Christian pilgrim's homeward way 

To lands Elysian fax away. 

In what lone glen— in what lone glade 
His body after death was laid— 
Upcm what mountain's rocky steep- 
In what deep vale his ashes sleepy 
Is doubdeas to the Angels known. 
If not to them, to God alone. 
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Perhaps the Prophet neyer saw 
The death demanded by the law, 
Bat while unseen by mortal eye 
Was qtdck translated to the sky; 
There, seated by ImmanuePs side, 
A mortal man who never died. 

He could haye had at his command 
The boundless wealth of Egypt^s land. 
He could haye set in Pharaoh's seat. 
With princes bowing at his feet. 
And widely reign'd, historians say, 
The greatest monarch of his day. 

Aboye it all he nobly rose; 
Such was his faith, he rather chose 
To live defamM upon the earth 
Than pride himself in royal birth- 
He chose to live for God below 
And let these worldly honors ^. 

He sought a better portion far, 
To rise and be a shining star 
In heavenly light— he sought to gain 
A fadeless crown— to live and reign 
Where mighty Angels soar and sing, 
A glorious, bright, immortal King. 

When this blest Prophet passed away, 
The Lord selelcted Joshua, 
The great, the gifted son of Nun, 
To carry through what he'd begun, 
And thus, with sacred joy, ftilfil 
What he'd decreed for Israel 
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This man mts sent, "with many more, 
To dOfls in haste to Caoaan^s shore — 
Thence moTe al)road with watchful care 
To see what men and things were there, 
And how the ent'ring tribes could best 
Proceed and take the promised rest. 

When others to the Jewish court 
Brought back a feigned, a false report, 
He,bold withstood these faithless spies, 
Exposed their fraud, rebuk'd their lies, 
And by deliy'rauce wise and fair, 
Suppress'd a curs'd rebellion there. 

The Lord, beholding from the sky, 
Declar'd these treacherous men should die 
And x>erish in that desert land, 
While he and his, a worthier band. 
Should enter and possess the place 
Long promisM to the Jewish race. 

Before the last grand march began, 

Jehovah thus addressed this man: 

"Where'er you go, where'er you fight, 

Be sure you keep my laws in sight, 

Be faithful-working, true to me, 

Then * as your day, your strength shall be.' 

'' Be thou courageous, bold, and strong, 
Make God thy trust, thy joy, thy song. 
I'D never fail thee, sick or well— 
I'll ne'er forsake my Israel; 
As I help'd Moses at the sea, 
Remember, man, I'll so help thee." 
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For pain or pleasure, gain or loss. 

The army now prepared to cross 

The flowing stream of Jordan o^er, 

And reach the long-songht, wish'd-for shore. 

Though bold and daring was the deed, 

They felt assur'd it would succeed. 

No music sounds rung in their ears 
To cheer their minds, to quell their fears- 
No soothing strains broke from the skies 
To drive the tear drops from their eyes, 
But all was solemn, aU was still 
Throughout the ranks of Israel. 

The leader thus the host address^: 
^* Be firm, brave men, be self-possessed. 
The Lord will interpose this day— 
He'll go before and ope the way. 
Defending by his powerful hand, 
Till on yon distant shore you stand/' 

In order now the army mov'd, 
Each kept his place, each soldier prov'd 
His trust in God, as on they went, 
Fast pressing down the deep descent. 
When, lol he bid the stream divide 
And let them through to Canaan's side. 

The Priests and Levites went before. 
As on the sacred ark they bore. 
The army follow'd, rank by rank. 
Descending still the rugged bank- 
Brave moving on, as armies do. 
Till all the mighty host was through. 
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The heaveiiB behdd snd wooder'd tiusft^ 
The Angels Bhouted loud, AmiBit^ 
The earth re-echoed with their song, 
BeTetberatmg Ceut along 
The flonnding hanks of Canaan's shore. 
When Israel passM the Jordan o*er. 

To celebrate this great eyent, 
They rais'd an humble monument 
Upon the long remember'd height — 
The joyful troops^ncampM that night. 
To tell the wondering world always 
What things were done in IsraeVs days. 

The weary tribes arrivM at home, 
No more in detert lands to roam. 
Now gazed delighted o'er the soil 
Where they were hence to live and toU^- 
To till the ground— to gather store, 
And rise to glory more and more. 

But still their souls were not at rest. 
The land was yet to be possessed; 
They'd safely crossed the rolling flood, 
But now the sword must stream with blood 
Of myriads fallen, thousands slain. 
Ere they could full possession gain. 

Lol on the morrow, solemn day, 
The great commander, Joshua, 
Espied a warrior near him stand 
With baUle blade graspM in his hand. 
And instantly the hero cried: 
Art thou^ brave one, on Israel's side? 
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*^ As leader of tiie host, Tm come 
To finish what you'te now began— 
To help yon whh lesisUess might 
Driye oat from hence the Canaanite— 
Each city take— each king detimme, 
Till you can caH this land yonr own." 

On Jericho the first attach 
Was boldly made; there was no lack 
Of fidth, or hope, or burning zea!— 
Of what men ought to do or feel 
To smite a city— strike a foe- 
Break hostile powers and lay them low. 

But see the thousands dwelling here, 

(Now seized with trembling, filled with fear,) 

Combined in one defensire tltfong, 

To make the fiurtenings all so strong, 

No mortal powers whidi e^er hare been 

Could force a breach and enter in. 

But God was there with strength to break 

The brazen bars of every gate^ 

To smite the city with his hand. 

And blot it quickly from the land — 

A city to perdition hurPd 

And swept in vengeance from the woxid; 

" Go, warriors, go," Jehovah said, 

**Go take the place, you*ve naught to dread. 

Whatever their substance or their gain. 

Let nothing of the whole r^nain. 

The gold and silver gitie 10 me. 

But spoil the rest eternally. 
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" With l^yiiig ImiiierB InmT^ go, 
Hsrch nrand and nnmd this Jeiidio. 
Let not a an^e nnk be broke— 
Let not a 'Wblisp^itig word be flfwke; 
Let nothing bof the trampeTB Uast 
IBng out, tffl an the host has paas^d. 

'* But let the tramps so toodly sound, 
They*Il make the Tatilted skies resoond. 
And let at last siidi shouts be heard 
As nerer winds or waters stirred. 
When this fidl seven dftys is done, 
The glorious tritm^ wifl be won.'* 

So at the hst loud, m^^i^ roar 
Of Toices, trumpets breiddng o'er 
The rising hills, the distuit fields. 
In sounds as loud as thunder-peals, 
This guilty city prostrate fell 
An easy prey to IsraeL 

Almost as quick as lightning's flash 
The inmates heard the dreadfiil crash 
Of walls and towers; and sore dismay'd, 
They saw the palm4iee city laid - 
(With all her weaSth— with aU her worth,; 
A pile of ruins on the earth* 

Thus all the powers of darkness BMist 

Tremendous fall and lie in dust 

Whatever defences brave and strong 

To them pertidn, to them belong, 

Tet aU, (though leagued wilh deixth atid hdl, ) 

Must M befbre fialmiMnisI. 
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But let me not foxget to say. 

These tribes moy'd on their conquering way 

Till all the land to them was given, 

A type of what's reserved in heayen 

For those who march the desert through 

With God's eternal rest in view. 
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Hail I thou land of sacred story. 
Where the Lord on earth did dwells 
Land indeed of light and glory, 
As ten thousand tongues can tell: 

Chosen country— 
Promised land of Israel 

There were sacred, lofty mountains, 
Bound whose top the sunbeams play'd— 
There were beauteous, holy fountains, 
Flowing down through glen und glade. 

All in mercy 
For the world's redemption made. 

There was Tabor with its steepness- 
There Gilboa lonely stands- 
There was Olive with its sweetness— 
There was Gilead with its balms. 

Lovely Canaan ! 
Thou wast fairest of all lands. 

There was Merom with its Feeders- 
There was Bashan with its trees, 
There were mighty oaks and cedars 
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NoUy waving in tbe IneeK. 
LalEes and moimtaiiiB! 
None on earth were e*er like these. 

There was Jordan wildly flowing- 
There was bright Gennessaret; 
There were breezes coolly blowing 
When the evening son was set 

Land deUghtfol! 
Everywhere remembered yet 

There the Fathers built their altars- 
There they oft were sorely tried, 
And my tongue it almost falters 
While I teU how there they died. 

In Machpelah, 
They lay sleeping side by side. 

There the prophets, high in station, 
Taught the ways of God to men; 
There they spoke by inspiration- 
Wrote with an immortal pen. 

Days of wonderl 
Ne^er to be on earth again. 

There was David, God's Anointed, 
Bais'd to the imi>eriaL throne; 
There he ruled, by heaven appointed. 
And immortal vict*ries won. 

Prince illustriousi 
Type of God's eternal son. 

There the temple shining brightly, 
Spread its glories all abroad; 
There the angels, watching nightly, 
Kept the sacred place for God. 
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Happy country! 
Where celestial choirs abode. 

There great battles by that nation, 
In support of truth were fought; 
There the wonders of salvation, 
On fix)m age to age were wrought. 

Blessed people! 
They eternal glory sought 

There a city, beauteous, splendid. 
Fairest known since time begun. 
Was established and defended 
By great David^s greater son. 

O! the grandeur 
Of the reign of Solomon. 

There the gifted bard Isaiah, 
Lived and labored, soarM and sung*— 
There he spoke of the Messiah, 
As no other seer had done. 

O! that prophet! 
What a cherished name he^s won. 

There the fiuthftal Jeremiah, 
Sadly moumM great Salem's fall, 
There he wanderM, weeping^ wailing. 
Round her broken, ruin'd wall. 

Ruined Salem, 
Ruined Judah, ruinM all! 

There, when seventy years were ended, 
Nehemiah and his band 
Came witii heavenly power attended, 
To restore their native land. 
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Then, ftir Mem 
Bom agMn 9i God^s command, 

There the long expected SeTknir, 
Came from gloiy down to men — 
There he took and wore oar nature. 
To restore the worid again. 

HailJndea! 
Hail thou land of Bethlehem! 

There a new star M^^y glowing, 
Did the aznre sky adorn, 
Thns to mortals gladly showing 
Where the Christ of God was bom. 

Angels shooting. 
Ushered in the hn^py mom. 

There he wrought his signs and wonders, 
Proying his diyinity; 
There he ruled the rolling thunders- 
There he calm*d the raging sea. 

O! what power! 
Showing Yast infinity. 

There he gare himself to teaddng 
Precious troths from place to place; 
There he spent his life in preaching 
Free redemption to our race, 

Fondly calling 
Israel to receive the grace. 

There was famous Mount Moriah— 
There was bloody Calvary; 
There the Great, the Blest Messiah, 
Died upon the cursed tree. 

O! the wonders 
Of that sacred mystery. 
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There he rose and high ascended, 
Having conquer'd death and hell, 
While angelic bands attended, 
Crying, Hail Immanuell 

High in heaven 
Let the King of Glory dwelL 

There the gospel dispensation 
Opened with its visions bright- 
There the promised sinrit coming. 
Spread abroad celestial light. 

While with rapture, 
Jews and Gentiles hailM the sight. 

There the gospel in its glory. 
First began its bright career, 
Sweetly telling Calvary's story 
To the fondly listening ear- 
Tidings bringing 
To all nations far and near. 

There the Jewish people breaking 
Holy covenant with their God- 
Ways of righteousness forsaking, 
Suffer'd from his chastening rod- 
Gross apostates 
In the land their fathers trod. 

Yet they reckless, unrepenting, 
Fell to sorer judgments fast. 
Till their guilty tribes were scattered 
Like the dust before the blast. 

All were driven 
From the father-land at last. 

But, though fallen, scatter'd, broken, 
Tet their children shall be free; 
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They'll return, for €k>d has ipokeii, 
From iheir long capCiTity. 

SnlTring nation! 
There's a brighter day for thee. 
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The haip which made the sweetost soimd 

That ever echo'd on the earth. 
Was struck on Jndah's h<^y gfoand. 

Which gave the sacred poets ImtUl 

In eaily days the stnin began, 
And o'er the plains of Israel spread— 

Trinmphaot on, it grandly ran. 
By heavenly inspiration led. 

On Hermon's top among the trees, 
Where rattling thunders loudly rang, 

Was oflen heard apon the bieeze. 
The strains which Jndah's poets sung. 

Along the yale where Oedron flows, 
Where once the pensiTe Saviour trod, 

The songs of Judah's poets rose, 
Ascending sweetly up to God. 

Far o'er those wide extended fields. 
At morning time, nor less at even. 

Their flowing music rolled in peals 
So loud, 'twas joyfol heard in heaven. 

There David tuned the sounding lyre- 
There Asa^ spoke immortal things. 

Both burning with celestial fire 
As long and loud they touch'd the strings. 
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Hoaea there and Habakknk 
Each in his turn both song and wept, 

Kor dare we say which of them stmck 
The sacred lyre to best effect 

It was not here, as in those lands 
Renowned for poUsh'd, classic lore, 

Where etery hand that struck the harp, 
Was by some yenal poet bore. 

What Homer song— what Byron sings, 
Is sometimes neither true nor wise, 

But 01 the strokes upon these strings 
Were all directed from the skies. 

These Bards are now no longer there, 
They've gone, like setting stars, to rest— 

Their bodies in the sepulchre — 
Their spirits on the Saviour's breast. 

The harp is mute in Judah's halls. 

It sounds no more on Israel's plains- 
No bard, when great occasion calls, 
Is there to wake the cheering strains. 

But while these ancient poets lay 
Mouldering beneath the grassy turf. 

Their music strains wiU live till they 
Are leam'd and sung o'er all the earth. 

Is Israel's land now trodden down, 
Its palmy days of glory o'er ? 

Have prophet, priest, and king, and crown. 
All pass'd away to be no more ? 

The prophets have not spoke in vain. 

They tell us of a joyftil day 
When Israel shall return again, 

And Shiloh wash their sins away. 
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New Strains will fhen trinmphant break, 
New anthems ring from shore to shore, 

And all the land of Israel shake 
With shoutings never heard before. 



THE PALL AND RISING IN ISRAEL* 

When Christ was crucified 

Upon Moriah's height, 
There hung, and bled and died, 
In God and Angels' sight, 
A midnight darkness sudden fell 
On all the land of Israel. 

The temple, tall and fair, 

(Adom'd with eyery grace,^ 
Whidi stood so proudly there, 
Now totter'd on its base. 
Its veil, from top to bottom tore, 
Was rent away to be no more. 

No storm was in the air — 

No thunder peal was heard, 
But yet a power was there. 
Which all creation stirr'd. 
The rocks were from the mountains hurl'd, 
And dread convulsions shook the world. 

Successive quakings burst, 

(At that mysterious hour,) 
With slighter sound at ftrst. 
Then with increasing power, 
TUl stroke on stroke so mighty pass'd. 
The vast creation shook at last 
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They pat him there to deatii, 

la unrelenting wrath, 
But God, with angry breath, 
Has scattered them like ehafT*^ 
PorsuM them Btill with frowning face 
And made them long a suffering race. 

The end of all their aim 
Was terribly to pour 
Contempt upon his name 
Till time shonld be no more. 
Instead of this, they've raisM him high, 
While they and theirs are do<^M to die. 

Bat though the dismal yeil 
Is now upon their mind. 
Another day they'll haU 
Him Saviour of mankind. 
They'll glad return, and loud proclaim, 
Through aQ fbeit land, Messiah's name. 

A remnant of th^r raoe, 
Selected from the res^ 
And saved by sovereign grace, 
Perhaps will praise him beM 
Of all the blood-^ash'd, ransoiii'd'tikiong. 
Which to the earthly ohureh belott]^. 

They'll sweetest voices raise — 
They'll loud Hosannas sing^ 
And celebrate his praise, 
Till hills and v^alleys ring 
With ceaseless songs of joy and mktl^ 
Enrapturing to iheliflTiitog e«rtli. 
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The ittCTitxm is liere dnwn to certam iiigki-wmlcliings 
and night-floenea, the most renuolEible of an j thai haT« 
occurred on eaitfa, m ooimection irith whidi thert ia an 
exhilnti<m of the skeplesB and deathlesB nature of the aool 
and its sobseqaent Tahie. 

1. Watch Nioht di Goshen. 

2. Watch Nicons nr Bhubhah. 
3w Watch Nioht at Bbthlkhkh. 
4 Watch Nioht in Ohthbkican& 

5. Watch Niohts at thb Sepulckbb. 
tt. Thb PmsoNSBB. 
7. ThbSoui.. 



WATCH NIGHT IN GOSHEN. 

In Egypt onoe a suiTring tMnd 
Was order'd to forsake the land- 
To be prepared, at morning light, 
To take their swift and joyftil flight 
To some new home &r o*er the sea, 
And there ei^joy sweet liberty. 

The Hebrew's Qod was strangely there, 
In earth and sky atfd sea and aii^ 
In darkness, hail, and fire, and storm— 
In eyery fearfhl, frightftil form, 
HeM come in yengeance from his throne 
To make his name in Egypt known. 

This pow'rful God, with stroke on stroke, 

The Hebrew captiye's chains had broke, 

And fiU'd him with the pleasing thought 

That, by these works which Heayen had wrought, 

He was redeemed, no more to be 

A slaye in dread captiyity. 

A mighty Angel, swift in flight, 
Went tlirongh the trembling land that night. 
By strict commandment from the sky. 
He passM the Hebrew dwellings by, 
But dreadfiil smote, with chAst'ning hand, 
The other dwellings of the land. 
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These fkyor^d ones (with sleeplefls eyes 
Now steady watching,) heard the cries 
Of thousands through each vast domain, 
Loud weeping, wailing o'er their slain^ 
For oh I in countless homes, *tis said, 
Lay all the first-lxfrn^ stricken dead. 

They saw the awful, wasting tide 
Of ruin, spreading far and wide— 
They saw the kingdom falling down— 
The throne, the palace, and the crown; 
Then heard the cry, Up now and flee, 
O Israel, far beyond the sea. 

They watchM in faith, and hope, and fear, 
To see the coming day appear— 
They ready stood with staff in hand 
To fly from that ill-fated land. 
And travel on from day to day 
To find a rest, far, far away. 

And when the morning light was come. 
No trump was heard nor sound of drum — 
No banners floated on the air — 
No marshaPd troops paraded there. 
But early on that opening day 
They quick and quiet passM away. 

But while they crossM the wide spread plain, 

'Twas never to return again. 

They bid adieu to all around, 

To Phar'oh's people, Phar'oh's ground, 

TheA hasted forward to the sea, 

Exulting in their liberty. 
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WATCH NIGHTS IN SHUSHAN. 

There was a time, then known to few, 
When Persia's pious qneen withdrew 
And spent long nights, (with deepless e jes 
Upraised in weeping to the skies,) 
Entreating to her Sayionr dear. 
Belief fh>m dread destmction near. 

While others peaceftd round her slept, 
She still watchM on and pray*d and wept. 
Bat ere the final morning broke, 
The comforter within her spoke 
And said, O weeper! peace, be still, 
There's yet relief for IsraeL 

Go thou to-morrow, fearless go 
Forth to the king, be firm, be true, 
And let the reigning monarch know 
The mischief Haman means to do. v 

He'll not reject, but hear your pray'r, 
And giye yon timely comfort there. 

80 when the morning sun arose, 

CAll waking now from night's repose J 

In hopeAil expectation led. 

Away she to the palace fled 

And enter'd in, a trembling thing, 

To seek relief fh)m Persia's king. 

Before his majesty she stood. 
Still looking up, in faith and lore, 
To Ood the Great, the Just, the Good, 
For needed succor fVorn aboye; 
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And hence, the ear she sought to gain 
Was not a moment sought in yain. 

^' What's thy petition now/' said he, 

'^ It shall be freely granted thee, 

To half, at least, the kingdom's worth— 

To half that I possess on earth. 

No longer, loyely queen, repine, 

All I can giye shall sure be thine." 

At prudent hour she made her plea — 
She told him of the dread decree 
He'd sign'd with an incautious hand. 
To extirpate from Persia's land 
The people dear from whence she came, 
Of blessed, high, and holy name, 
Whose fathers once in Jewry trod. 
The people of the Iwing God, 

** Fear not, thou fair one, chaste and brare! 
I'll yet thy suff 'ring people save— 
I'll bid them rise with all their might— 
Proyide them i^mor for the fight, 
And with the help that I can giye, 
Their foes shall die, but they shall live." 

Resulting from these nights of prayer, 
She found relief from all her care. 
He promptly answer' d her request- 
He gaye her suppliant people rest. 
And set ten thousand shouting round, 
For great deliy'rance they had found. 
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WATCH NIGHT AT BETHLEHEIL 

Lo! once amid the dead of night, 
A flood of new and heavenly light 
Bunt forth, in mystic foim, from God, 
And spread leMgent all abroad, 
Displaying, in a wondrons way, 
The glories of the Gtupel Bay. 

Then suddenly an Angel band 
Came flying o'er the PromisM Land, 
And song in loud and lofty struns, 
Above Jndea's sounding pl^ns, 
The song of oar Redeemer's birth. 
To watchers listening on the earth. 

HarkI how their hosts, transported, cry, 
•* All Glory be to God on High;'' 
" Good will to Men" is publish'd there. 
Loud ringing through the midnight air, 
And " Peace on Earth" is echo'd round, 
** With sweet salvation in the sound." 

Tes, gracious Heaven! 'twas sweetly then 

That God reveal'd to mortal men 

The brightest scene which earth has known— 

The brightest day which ever shone, 

Shice that disgraceful, guilty fall, 

Which ruin'd man, and earth, and alL 

The message brought was strange, 'twas new, 
It bid the watchers haste to view 
The babe in David's City boni> 
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As dosed the night, as came the morn, 
As passed the JoyftQ seasons when 
These things were done at Bethlehem. 
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There was a time, rememberM yet, 
When Jesns, in a bloody swe^t 

Lay bathM— a dreadful sight! 
Bis Toice, while others round were still, 
Hose up and spread o^er Oliyes* Hill, 

All mournful in the night. 

Lol here a suffering worm I lie 
In mighty pain and agony, 

O'erwhelmM with matchless grief. 
In Tain I cry with panting breath. 
Oh I saye my sorrowing soul from death. 

There's none to give relief. 

See, how from every opening wound. 
The blood flows out and stains the ground! 

See how the gushing tears, 
Boll down his pale and throbbing cheeks, 
While still in agony he seeks 

Deliverance from his fears. 

** O! hear me. Father, while I pray! 
Now take the bitter cup away. 

And save me from, this hour. 
When hosts of hell, Cawak'd, enrag'd,) 
With kings and priests are fierce engaged 

Thy Darling to devour. 
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'' But if it be thy Borer^gA vill 
That I nraat bemr tbeae snff^nngs alilL. 

Thy vin nqireiiie be done. 
Thoogji lA the deepest depths of wo, 
I must nnchang'dy uncbsngiiig show 

The deTieiioeof s son." 

But while he watched, and prayed, and wept, 
Lo! the Difldplea shameftil dept 

Haid by upon the groimd. 
He bade them watch the night away: 
Instead of this they senseless lay 

All wrapt in sleep profound. 

Tet ere the morning snn arose, 

They, sorrowing, woke from their repose, 

And all intensely prayM. 
Bat oM the watching time was past, 
The sad eyent had come at last. 

And Christ was now betrayed. 



WATCH NIGHTS AT THE SEPULCHRB. 

There was a time when Jesus laid 
Wrapt in the dark and dismal shade 

Of his sequestered tomb. 
No Toice was heard; no, not a breath- 
Bat all aroand was stiU as death 

Amid the fearfol gloom. 

The Boman guards, with spears in hand, « 
Stood there, a bold, intrepid band, 
Almost without a stir, 
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To watch around the Stranger's grave, 
And keep, with manly courage brave, 
The solemn Sepulchre. 

A noise was sometimes heard through earth, 
A bursting cry, a song of mirth, 

A shout from glen and glade; 
But all was quiet, all was still. 
Upon each plain, and field, and hill. 

Round where the Saviour laid. 

Another evening sun now set— 
Another night, more dismal yet. 

Came falling on the ground. 
The mourners shed their bitter tears, 
And yielded still to greater fears, •^ 

Amid the awe profound. 

But while he thus, in silence, slept 
Amid the gloom, and mourners wept 

In sorrow for the slain, 
An earthquake, dread and awfiil, broke, 
Whenlo! the sleeping Saviour woke, 

And rose to life again. 

Amid the terrors of that night, 

The Roman guards were filled witli fright, 

And fled in haste away. 
Whate'er the moving cause had been, 
They all were gone, not one was seen 

There at the break of day. 

No night on earth has e'er been past 
I^e that great night, which was the last 
Christ slumbered with the dead. 
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The hosts of hell were gather^ there, 

While bands of Angels filled the air, 

All watching round his bed. 

As closed this long remembered night, 
They saw a day of brighter light 

CThan e'er before had been,; 
In glory open here below, 
To chase away despair and wo. 

And save the world from sin. 

They ftirther leam'd from these watch-hours 
How faint and feeUe are the powers 

Of earth and hell combined. 
They saw that these must quickly fall, 
And Jesus triumph oyer all 

As Saviour of mankind. 



THE PRISONERS. 

Afi Paul and Silaa made their way 
Through aucicat Macedonia, 

They came to Philippi, 
Where, Id, tbey bothCwithout a fault,) 
Were thrust into a prison vault 

To pine away and die. 

Their cell was well secur'd with lock^, 
Their weary feet made fast in stocks. 

And in this dreadful plight 
They yielded not to sad despair, 
But gave themselves to praise and pray'r, 

And 80 they passM the night. 
»* 
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While there, they Joined and sweetly sung 
Till all the gloomy prison rung 

With their delightfU lays. 
The prisoners heard the joyftd sound 
Loud ringing through the cells around, 

And sought to join the praise. 

Then, in the lonely midnight hour, 
They cried to God for helping power, 

And soon that power was sent. 
In some mysterious way, unknown. 
The prison doors were open thrown, 

And eyery chain was rent 

Jehoyah wrought in wonder there- 
Strange thunder sounds roll'd through the air 

And shook the region round. 
The prison nodded to a fffll. 
And eyery pillar, eyery wall 

Now trembled to the ground. 

That was a signal night, indeed. 
When Paul and Silas thus were freed 

From danger and from thrall; 
And sent in triumph on their way, 
As they were hastening to obey 

The Macedonian call. 

Besulting from this wakeful night, 
Theyhad the pleasing, happy sight, 

(In that lone prison place,^ 
Of seeing men* who long had been 
The willing slayes of sense and sin, 

BedaimM by soyereign grace. 

•The jaUor and hif flmlly beoame oliriitlaas» 



Wi 



THE SOUL. 

What iitiUfgK idgBs ttimigh eaitlt uid ftir- 

Wlicn naban siggpcth c »cij w lici e— 

Wlien rouDd llw calm and dondleai dcy 

Hie Stan are ddidns aOeBtl j— 

When an llw saidena, lielda and billa^ 

The dew, in noiaeleaB dropo, diamb— 

When not a spealdns Tmoe is heaid— 

When not a shnnb^iing head is stirr'd; 

Lo! then the sonl is actlTe still. 

Not leas in jndgment tiian in iriD ; 

Sometimes deyiang irond*TOiis schemes— 

Sometimes jnodDcing sdrring dreams; 

Oft moTing strangely on the heart, 

Untfl the sleeper's feelings start 

And rouse him finom his stnmb'ring bed. 

As one awaking from the dead. 

Lo! then be yents some deep-drawn righs. 

Or utters wild and startling cries, 

Oft calling, with a gentle yoice, 

His fellow sleeper to rejoice, 

At fancied music, soft and dear. 

He thinks is falling on his ear, 

Or at some yisions, strange and bright, 

He thinks are brei^dng on his sight 

There's quiet for the breast that bleeds, 
To give the sweet relief it needs; 
There's slumber for the eye that weeps^ 
But O the soul, it never sleeps. 
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MyBterious Bpiiiil quick as light, 
Thy thoaghts leap out and take their flight 
To some antrayenM realm afar, 
nium'd by neither sun nor star- 
To some harmonious world ahoye, 
Where all the life's a life of loye; 
Or some discordant world below, 
Where all the life's a life of wa 
Now, lighting on great battle fielda, 
They're riding on the chariot wheels. 
Which, rolling there in thund'ring sound, 
Once spread destruction o'er the ground; 
Or, mounted on some rocky height, 
Amid the darkness of the night. 
They gaze and shudder at the storm 
Which, fierce and howling^ sweeps along. 
Then quick they fly to deserts wild 
Where blooming nature neyer smil'd— 
Where human footsteps neyer trod, 
And none is present there but God. 
Now they are roying on the shore. 
Where troubled waters ceaseless roar; 
Now rising up the mountain steep- 
Now riding on the rolling deep — 
Now plunging in some vast abyss— 
Now leaping down some precipice — 
Now wand'ring in some lonely caye— 
Now weeiung o'er some hero's graye; 
From place to place, through earth and air, 
They're flying, flying eyerywhere. 
Now they go back and see with awe 
The dreadful sight that Noah saw, 
Of nations to destructidn hurPd, 
Beneath the flood which drown'd the world. 



TttS SOtTXi. 109 

Then they go forward to the groturd 
Where, manhal'd at tiie tittmpet'ft soimd, 
The powers of daifaieee and of light 
Will rush at last to desperate fight, 
And leave on Armageddon's plain, 
A countless host of warriors slain. 
Thence on they fly to that dread honr, 
When God will come in awM power 
To sweep the ocean Arorn its bed 
And call from thence the sltimVring dead — 
To dash the moontain from its base — 
Remoye the island from his place, 
And bid the world, all wrapt in flame, 
Return to nothing whence it came. 

When that great day was ushered in, 

That Christ atoned for mortal dn. 

The earth with dread conyulidons shook-- 

The massiye rocks, upheayM and broke, 

In frightfid forms lay scatter'd round 

Upon the shaking, shuddering ground, 

Which, stainM and gory, drank the blood 

Of the incarnate Son of God. 

The sun, which had so brightly blaze<l 

Amid the skies, now stood amazed. 

From hour to hour upon that day 

He hid his face, and not a ray 

Of cheering light was joyful giv'n 

To mortals there, from earth or heaven. 

Lo! all was dark, and deepening gloom 

fAs dread as that which yeik the tomb,; 

When Bhiloh hung upon the tree, 

And died in untold agony^ 

To pay the yaet HapeiMloiia debt 
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Which mortilB owed Cflome owe it yet,*) 
To God's aTenging law, which then 
Was honor'd and restored again. 
Deep silence had before this spread 
Through all the mansions of the dead. 
But now the grayes were open thrown, 
The wasUiig flesh, the monld'ring bone 
. Besom'd their life, and from the dust 
Departed saints, the good and Just, 
Arose to live on earth anew, 
SedeemM in soul and body too. 
The powers of earth and hell were there, 
CIn JoyfUl hope, or else despair,) 
To see what none had seen before. 
And seeing once, will see no moi:e, 
The execution of the plan 
Which God devisM for saying man. 
Immortal soul, of heayenly birth! 
Great is thy price, yast is thy worth! 
In yain the mighty Angels try 
With all the learning of the sky 
To solye the problem, what it cost 
To saye the soul of man when lost. 
The prophets came, as prophets say, 
To show to fallen men the way 
From earth to that Diyine abode 
Where saints are always praising God, 
For grace amazing, free and great. 
Which say'd them fh>m their lost estate. 
But while the prophet8,'young and old, 
Haye spoken long, they'ye scarcely told 
The half of that stupendous whole 
Which mercy did to saye the soul. 

*Thoie who rcdeot the woMom muit pay the penalty s tiU. 
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Tfaoa eiver41i]]ikmg, dftathlgw aool! 
When yonder planets oeaae to loll— 
When moonB all fiide, and in bia torn 
The son of day shall oeaae to bam- 
When at the last load tnunpet's soand. 
The heay'ns oome tombling to the gioond — 
When moantains, loosening to and fro, 
FUl crashing on the plains below — 
When waves, which dash on eyeiy shore, 
lae sleeping there to dash no more — 
When cities, castles, temples, towers, 
And kingdoms, too, with all their powers, 
Are on the last great boming day 
ConsomM in flames and pass away— 
When time, O soul, its coarse has ran, 
Then thy existence, just began, 
Shall still continue on and be 
Commensarate with Deity. 
When son or moon no longer shines. 
Then thon shalt pass to other climes 
CXJnhort by boming seas and skies,) 
To live a life that neyer dies, 
Thou may^st in heavenly light abide. 
Close by the reigning Sayioor^s side; 
Thon may^st in bitter weeping go 
UnsayM to fiery deeps below, 
And liye, alas! in some sad place 
Far distant from thy Maker's face. 
Whatever thy fate or state may be, 
Thy life-time is eternity. 

O, thon immortal sool of man! 
Who can thy secret workings scan, 
Or comprehend, with deepest thought, 
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Thy fonn, thy nature, coriotu wrought 
And put within this mortal frame, 
("A vital spark, a heavenly flame,** J 
With force amazing to control 
The works of life, and guide the whole 
To righteous or to evil ends, 
Just as the ruling motive tends 
To lead thee on, mysterious power! 
From day to day, from hour to hour. 
Thy recollection, clear and vast, 
Can never fail thee, but 'twill last 
While endless ages onward roll, 
Still strong abiding in the soul. 
Where*er thou art when time is past, 
(In happiness or wo, at last,) 
Thy recollection, vast and great, 
Must needs connect this present state 
With that which shall hereafter be — 
Join time to all eternity. 
Thy conscious sense of good or ill 
Will deep remain within thee still; 
Where'er thou art, in joy or pain, 
'Twill make thee feel thy loss or gain, 
Is consequent to thee alone, 
Of choice which was and is thine own. 



PART V. 
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ADDRESS TO THE SUX. 

O Sua! e'er MBoe thy imyB aft int 
UpoA Ike TMk cmftkm livnti 
Thoa baflt been wpKMidmg lagfal aftr, 
VwBk moon to mnan, fton alar to atar — 
Haat been finr thooaaiid, tiHHBBiid jean. 
The ladiaDft poiaft of rolling spheres. 



Hadfli tboa a tongiie to speak and tell 
What oeatiiies on these planets dwell, 
Meihinks thoa wonldst not. conldst not fail. 
To tell a long and pleasing tale 
Of what thou seest &om day to day 
On worlds of wonder far away. 

Beq;>lendent Son! Lo! thou dost see 

The distant orb of Mercury. 

And have they flowing streamlets there 

Which echo to the sounding air? 

And have they sonny fields and plains 

Where one unceasing Spring-time reigns? 

And thoa dost see where fiery Mars 

Is blazing oat amid the stars. 

And have they cities growing there^ 

Magnificent, and tall, and fair, 

Where commerce spreads her ample stores 

Upon a thousand sbining shores? 
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80 thon dost see where Venns flies, 
The brightest planet in the skies. 
And are there nations spreading o'er 
That beauteous world flrom shore to shore! 
And haye those nations reigning kings, 
With schools and courts and all snch things? 

And thon dost shine on Pallas too, 
Difltising light and Mghtness through 
Her vast domains; and have they thtere 
Delightftd mansions kept with care — 
And do those mansions ring with mirth 
As ours do here upon the earth? 

And shall we pass fair Ceres by? 
We cannot do this honorably. 
She has her circuit round the sun, 
And may hare special glory won 
By high exploits and noble deeds. 
Wherein she other worlds exceeds. 

And are there Seasons, Spring and Fall, 
Upon that bright celestial ball? 
I And haye they rich producing grounds 
Where all luxuriant fruit abounds? 
And have they gardens, trees and flowers, 
And blooming fields and groyes like ours? 

And thou dost shine on Juno's plain. 
The most eccentric of the train. 
And have they wide-spread forests there 
To which the savage beasts repair, 
And rove for thousand, thousand miles* 
Through trackless wastes and desert '^Uds? 
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So thou dost see with thy bright eyes, 
Where Vesta rolls, the fifth in size. 
And have they mountains, bold and high, 
There rising mighty to the sky? 
And have they rivers, deep and wide, 
There rolling down their ceaseless tide? 

Where Jupiter moves on his way, 
There thou dost shine, creating day. 
And are there on that mighty sphere 
Great battles fought, as there are here? 
Do armies march with flags unfurled, 
And navies float around the world? 

And thou dost see where Batum rolls 
Stupendous on his steady poles. 
Then tell us, do there storms arise 
And sweep along the sounding skies? 
Do thimders there tremendous roll 
And shake that globe from pole to polet 

So thou dost cast thy rays as fisir 
As Herschel moves, that sluggish star. 
And do fierce snows and dashing rains 
And hail-storms beat upon his plains? 
Do noisy winds there rudely blow, 
And tides unceasing ebb and flow? 

Millions of miles beyond all this, 
Behold thou seest where Neptune is. 
And have they spacious temples there 
Where thousands meet for praise and prayer? 
And does that ^stant world always 
Resound with great Jehovah's praise? 
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Come tell us now, thou glorious son! 
Are things like these most sorely done 
Upon those worids which round thee fly. 
All bright and dazzling in the sky? 
Thon answer^st not, bnt well we know, 
By silent vote thou sayst, His so. 



ADDRESS TO THB SXTN, CONTINUED. 

The song which we have thus began. 
We ghid prolong to thee, O SnnI 
Thou seest indeed, with flaming eyes, 
What things are done around the skies; 
But Just as well dost see and know 
The things transpiring here below. 

When Paradise was formM so fair, 
Then thon didst see, for thou wast there. 
And o^er its banks, and bowers, and streams. 
Didst cast abroad thy sunny beams, 
And gild, with brightness of thy face, 
That blessed, holy, happy place. 

When old Methuselah, firm and strong, 
Lived on from age to age so long, 
Then thou didst shine upon his ways, 
And lengthen out his pilgrim days. 
For changeless through the race he run, 
Thou wast his rising, setting Sun. 

When earth, once stainM with crime and blood. 
Was drown'd beneath the mighty flood— 
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When angels saw, (m angels flewj 
A ransomM world emerge to view, 
Then thou didst rise, with splendor bright, 
On that new world to give it light. 

When Egypt rose, and ruled, and fell. 

As old historic records tell, 

Then thou, O Sun, through all those days 

Wast shining still with fadeless rays, 

And constantly surveying all, 

Didst see her rise — didst see her fall. 

When Moses stood on Pisgah high, 
(The chosen place for him to die,) 
And cast his eyes across the strand 
To sweetly view the Promised Land, 
Then thou wa«t ther^, to give him light 
For that transporting, blissful sight 

When Judah^s hero, Joshua, 
Devoutly sought a lengthened day. 
That he might be revenged upon 
His enemies at Gibeon, 
Then thou, O bright and burning Sunt 
Didst there stand still till it was done. 

When on Mount Sion's radiant height. 
The Temple stood, so fidr and bright-» 
When *twas so dazzling to the eye 
Of every stranger passing by, 
'Twas thou, O Sun, with fervid glow, 
Which made the structure glitter so. 

When Christ, the Lord, on earth was born, 
Then thou didst y^ske that happy mom, 
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And (like the glorious, heayenly light 
Which bunt ii];>on the Shepherds' sight,) 
Poor streams of brightness down to earth 
To gild the spot that gave him birth. 

So when he hung upon the tree 

And died in dreadful agony, 

Then thou didst straight withdraw thy light 

And leave the land all wrapt in night— 

Tes, then thou didst thy glory hide, 

And wouldst not shine when Shiloh died. 

So, on that holy day of rest, 
Which God and men alike have blest. 
When Jesus rose triumphant o'er 
Death and the grave to die no mcnre. 
Then thou, O Sun! with beauteous ray, 
Didst bring the Christian Sabbath Day. 

When first the great Apostle band 

(Whatever might be their gam or loss,) 

Went forth to tell in every land 

The joyfU story of the cross. 

Then thou didst bring, with lustre bright^ 

The opening days of Gk>spel Light. 

When darkness of long ages past 
Was breaking uid dis^rsing fast- 
When reformation) Vise and wide. 
Was spreading f^ on every side. 
Then thou didst shine, with all thy powers, 
To bless those great immortal hours. 

When that momentous time was come, 
(Proclaimed by sounding trump and drum,) 
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That mightiest armies rosh'd to fight 
At Austerlitz, terrific sightl 
Then thou didst see the whole affray, 
And make it an immortal day. 

When shont, and peal, and cannon sound 
Were shaking the creation round- 
When fires of battle, rising high, 
Were blazing frightful to the sky, 
Then thou didst see and shudder too 
O'er what was done at Waterloo. 

When our illustrious fathers rose 
To arms against oppressing foes. 
And all refused to longer own 
Allegiance to the British throne, 
Then thou didst bring a welcome day 
Of freedom to America. 

When right with them supremely reign' d, 
And there they stood and bold proclaimed 
Their independence all abroad. 
And feared not man, but only God, 
Then thou didst make that day indeed 
Forever glorious to the freed. 

When Christ, at length, assumes command. 
And roles alike o'er sea and land — 
When noise, and strife, and war shall cease, 
And all the earth is hush'd to peace, 
Then thou, O Sun, with bright display, 
Shalt bring the grand Millennial day. 

When all the nations join to swell 

The praises of Immanuel— 

When saints and angels, in their strains. 
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Proclaim it loud that Sliiloh reigns, 
Then thou sbalt long and (sweetly Ueas 
The earth, with Sabbath hoiu» of rest 

And when these scenes of time are o'er, 
Then thou shalt set to rise no more; 
Time pa8i--eteniity begun— 
Behold! another, brighter 8un 
Will then arise with fiideless ray, 
And usher in eternal day. 



THE SEA. 



I 



We're told of isles which lonely sleep 
Far in the bosom of the deep, I 

Where not a note, through silent dell, 1 

Is heard from sounding horn or bell- 
Where not a human dwelling stands 
In beauteous form on cultured lands, 
But nature, waste, and wild, and rude. 
Presents one boundless solitude. 

There morning suns perpetual rise 
And pour their brightness from the skies — 
There moons, amid the silent night, 
Difhise their pale reflected light— 
There seasons come, and seasons go — 
There flowrets bloom and streamlets flow — 
There hiUs and vales are robed in green, 
BtU not a human footstep *« seen. 

There lies Juan, romantic isle! 
Where fabled Crusoe once was ttirown 
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From off the wreck, and lived awhile 
A suffering creatore all alone. 
He look'd to see some one appear, 
Bnt look'd in helpless, hopeless grief; 
He trod that isle for many a year. 
Ere mortal come to his relief. 

There stands Helena, where the pride 
Of France, the great Napoleon, died. 
And solemn slept, the mighty dead, 
With roaring billows round his bed. 
Yes, there he lay from day to day, 
(While seasons came and pass'd away,^ 
Still slnmbMng in his lonely grave 
Above the soimding ocean wave. 

Thou art a great, a mighty sea, 

Rolling in awful majesty. 

For 'tis thy Maker's sovereign will 

That thou be rolling, rolling still; 

And thus, through earth and air around, 

Is heard the ceaseless thundering sound 

Of thy great waters, evermore 

Loud breaking, dashing on the shore. 

Thou art a bright and beauteous sea. 
Rolling in sparkling brilliancy: 
A thousand rainbows every day 
Appear amid thy silvery spray. 
How oft upon thy waves are seen 
The white froth and the emerald green? 
And when the raging^s most dire. 
Thou roUest then in " fbam and fire." 

Thou art an entertaining sea— 
I've loved thee from my inflwcy; 
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I love to stroU along each strand 
And gather pebbles from the sand— 
I love to see thy billows bound. 
And hear their dashing, splashing sound- 
There is indeed no place for me 
That^s like this dark blue, rolling sea. 

Upon the deep there have been done 
The mightiest deeds beneath the sun. 
Say, shall we tell how, on that sea, 
Call*d by the name of Galilee, 
The Saviour walked at midnight hour. 
Sustained by his Almighty power, 
And, in obedience to his will. 
Made all the raging waves be still? 

Or, shall we tell what hosts were lost 
In Egypt's sea, when Israel crossed? 
How, by miraculous power of God, 
Some safe amid the opening trod. 
While others, of that power denied. 
Were overthrown, and quickly died. 
Thus, while the feeble reached the shore. 
The mighty fell to rise no more. 

When Spain was famous, rich and brave, 
Columbus launchM upon the wave, 
And with a strong and sturdy band, 
Went forth to seek an unknown land. 
And when his crew, far out at sea, 
Indulged in shameful mutiny, 
^ Still on lie pushM his dangerous way 
Till he had found America. 

The Pilgrims, too, of glorious name, 
Across the great Atlantic came^ 
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To seek, amid this Western dime, 
A bappy home in fnttire time- 
To seek a better place of rest, 
Where young and old could all be blest, 
And liye CdespisM, oppress^ no more,) 
Upon the •* wUd New England shore." 



THE SEA, AGAIN. 

What made old Tyre so rich and great? 
It was not the Phenician State, ' 

It was not legislation wise 
Which made the port to glory rise. 
It was th9 constant, costly store 
Of commerce cast upon this shore. 
That made her spread along the sea, 
And rise and shine so gloriously. 

All hail, thou deep, unfathomM seal 
What stores of wealth are found in thee? 
The corals and the precious stones, 
Which glitter round imperial thrones— 
The diamonds and the sparkling gems 
Adorning kingly diadems- 
Bright pearls, and costliest things that be, 
Are gather'd from the roaring sea. 

The Romans sought to take and keep 
Possession of the rolling deep; 
They ruled it long with flags unftirPd, 
Because indeed they ruled the world. 
The Carthagenians ruled there, too. 
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Hence, Rome had more t^a abe could do, 
At times, to hold the soYereigs sway 
Against tiiem on the batUe day. 

The GrecianB, fierce, atid brate, and bold, 
EssayM, through bloody wars, to hold 
The trident of disputed seas 
Against their veteran enemies. 
The Persians, in their pomp and pride. 
Oft met them on the rolling tide 
To wrest the sceptre from their hand, 
But faiPd more here than on the land. 

Great Britain, strong, and brave, and free. 

Long held the sway upon the sea; i 

She ruled it wide from shore to sh#re, ' 

Two hundred years of fiune and mofe. | 

In days when Kelson had command. 

Her luime was spread through every lisnd, 

Because of mighty victories gainM 

On mighty waters, where she reign' d. 

We've stood aghast and seen the sight 

Of navies dashihg to the fight; 

We've seen the flames rise high and highc^r, 

From burning brigs and fieetiB oft fire^ 

We've seenthd ocean's mighty flood; 

Oft ting'd and stain'd with human blood. 

And heard the cannon's dismal roar, « 

Loud sounding to the distant shore. i 



There are no storms which wildly rise 
By day or night upon the i^es-« 
There are no winds wMch rudely Wow 
On mountain heights or plains below-* 



I 
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There are no tempestg Kming lood^ 
With lightmngB flaahuig from the doud^ 
Like those that beat, nor beat in yain^ 
Upon the wide, wild rolling main. 

• 
thou enrag'd, wild raving sea! 
Where howling storms sweep terribly, 
Thy foaming billows rise so high 
They almost reach the pillowy sky; 
Then dreadful on those billows toia'd, 
The ship and priceless crew arc lost. 
And there the fearfiil and the brave 
Together find a watery grave. 

Ah, yes! thou art a ruthless deep. 
O'er which ten thousands bitter weep, 
For all their earthly joys, O Sea! 
Are swallow'd up and lost in thee. 
Low in thy dark, unfkthom'd bed. 
Lay fathers, brothers, sisters — dead; 
Yea, countless loved ones in despair 
Have perished quick and dreadftil thef e. 

While now, upon the midnight gale, 
Is often heard the piercing -^ail 
Of mourners, on the ocean shore, 
Who weep for those they'll see no mor^— 
Whose bodies down in dismal cared 
Lie toss'd about, the sport of wared, 
And there in lonely deeps deeay 
While generations pass auray: 

Yet holy KDgel» wing their iight 
Across these waters, day and xdght, 
That they may faithftd vigils keep 
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O'er loved ones Blumbering in the deep. 
They've watch'd them there for ages past— 
They'll watch them long as lime shall last, 
Then all alike, from land and sea. 
Will rise to immortality. 



PERISHED CITIES AND NATIONS. 

Where now is Carthage, great and free, 
With her Bepublic like to Bome? 
She stood in glory on the sea. 
And callM the rolling deep her home. 
Where is the treasure that she sought 
In distant climes from day to day — 
Where is the plunder that she brought 
From Egypt and Sardinia? 
Where is the city, with its trade- 
Its merchant men renown'd of old- 
Its courts and halls in marble laid. 
And heaps of glitt'ring Spanish gold? 
Where are those high imperial seats 
On which her statesmen sat in fame — 
And where the thousand strong built fleets 
With which she conquered on the main? 
Where are her warriors, mighty men. 
That march'd unchecked through Italy— 
And where the gallant Haimibal, 
Who led them there to victory? 
Where are her sages, senators. 
And soldiers brave who crossed the Rhone— 
Her works of art— her spoils of war, 
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And all the things .she oaUM her own? 
This CoDunonwealth has periah'4 quite— 
Has perish'd so with all its store, 
Ko mortal now can tell the site 
Where Carthage stood upon the shore. 

The land of Edom— where is she? 
All waste and desolate, indeed; 
She's scarcely left one thrifty tree, 
Or grass sufldent for a niead. 
Tet once a mighty people lived, 
And spread iUustrions through that clime; 
They homage from the world received 
And ^greatly prospered in their time. 
There gayest mansions nobly stood. 
With fields and fruits and flocks around— 
There princes dwelt, both wise and good. 
And ablest l&rmers tilled the ground. 
There cities, too, were grandly built, 
Which glittered brightly in the sun- 
There blood of battle oft was spilt 
And signal victories proudly won. 
But now there's nothing to be seen 
But desolations all around; 
There are no fields in cheerful green^ 
Nor flowrets springing from the ground. 
The oostly yiUa, bright and fair, 
No more appears amid that land; 
Alas! there's little, little there, 
But barren wastes and drifting sand. 

Where is the land of Palestine, 

To which the pilgrims, fiU'd withfejws, 

CIn desert lands almost unseen J 
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Punned fheir way for forty yean? 
Where is the Sion of that land, 
The place of holy joy and mirth. 
On which a city once did stand— 
The fairest known upon the earth? 
Where is the structure God himself 
Required to be erected there— 
A structure so supremely grand 
None othen could with it compare? 
Where are those brightly gilded domes, 
Once so enchanting to the sight. 
Where kings and princes had their homes 
Upon the lovely Sion's height? 
Where is the Hall where Christ was tried— 
Where is the Grave at which he wept— 
The Cross on which he hung and died — 
The Sepulchre in which he slept? 
They once were there, fas we are taught,) 
They had their own appointed day. 
But now they've dwindled into naught— 
They've perish'd all, and pass'd away. 
There was the mansion of the Priest- 
There was the Prophet's blest abode- 
There was the Consecrated Feast, 
And there the " Glory of the Lord." 
There was the anthem ringing loud — 
There was the flame of sacrifice — 
There was the thickly gathering cloud 
Of incense rising to the skies. 
There was the trumpet's thrilling blast, 
Beverberaling through the air, 
Beminding Israel, as it passed. 
The hour had come for solemn prayer. 
There was the Castle and the Court-^ 
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The Piimacle and Brazen Wall— 
The mighty Tower— protecting Fort— 
The Palace and the Judgment HalL 
But now the Turk, with mthlefls tread, 
is daily passing o*er that ground— 
The Jew is mingling with the dead, 
And mighty ruins spread around. 

Where now is Corinth, first in taste 
Of any city e'er was built, 
But yet in morals all debased, 
And sunk in yileness, shame and guilt? 
Her growth was slow, but bright and fair, 
(She stood near the Ionian Sea,) 
There was no city anywhere 
More costly, rich, and grand than she. 
There was the Statue of the Sun— 
Of Jupiter and Venus too, 
And Gods of all the Pantheon 
Set forth to constant public yiew. 
She had her columns, as we're told. 
Displaying taste the most refin'd. 
With Capitals of beauteous mould, 
And bases of Corinthian kind. 
She had her temples, great in size, 
Adom'd with costliest works of art; 
With iMtintings, dazzling to the eyes, 
And music, thrilling to the heart 
She had her curious, costly baths- 
She had her celebrated games — 
She had her sacred cenotaphs, * 
And other things of wondrous names. 
Her public buildings were, indeed, 
Hagaifioent beyond compare; 
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In this xeqE)ect she took the lead 
Of gorgeods cities everywhere- 
Bnt yet she was a disi&al place— 
So stain'd with crimes of blackest hue, 
Her very name was a disgrace 
To Christian men and Heathen too. 
She, therefore, with her glory fell. 
And almost perished from the land; 
There just remains enough to tell 
That she was once superbly grand. 

Where now, alasl is ancient Greece, 
That country of such great renown; 
Her praise on earth can never cease — 
Her sun of glory ne'er go down? 
Where are the States of that hri|^t land 
Which lumishM such prodi^ous man; 
They towering stood, perhc^ will stand 
Unequal^ on the earth again. 
Where is the place that Homer sung 
In strains so lofty, sweet and free; 
The hills and yales for ages rung 
With his undying harmony? 
Which was the State that gave to men 
The eloquent Demosthenes? 
And which one gave, (we ask again,^ 
The nobler man, great Socrates? 
From whence came Solon, honor'd sage. 
Who lived there at an early day. 
The wisest statesman of his age. 
And foremost of the world, they say. 
These men to act for war or peace, 
Each in his proper time and place, 
Were first in aU the land of Greece, 
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And foxenuMt of tke hiunajmoe. 

Men oft are into action luoiigkt. 

Both on the laadund on the aea, 

Bat there was ne'er a battle fought 

Like that of gieat Thennopylff. 

Wheve now is Athens^ oali'd the Star, 

Sometimes the Sun of Attica? 

Her light was bright and shone ate<- 

'Tis shining to ihe peesent day. 

Where is her Capitol^ .so grand— 

So beautifhl, as well as great, 

Where princes came tram ^ the land 

To manage the affiurs oi State? 

Where are her forts, both high and slaeoog, 

Once filled with hosts of fighting men? 

Where are her arsenals, wide and long. 

With marshalM troops protecting tiiem? 

Where are her stjreets, so constant filled 

With citizens, and strangers too— 

With scholars to perfection drillM, 

All seeking after something new? 

Where is Minenra's Fane? ('Tis lost,; 

Though built at that time easUy, 

Tet built at such stupendous cost, 

'Twas one of matchless briUianqr. 

Where.is the plaee where lorsias. plead— 

Lysippus at his sculpture wrought— 

Where Aristides fought and bled. 

And Hato long and nobly taught? 

Say, are those courts remaining yef^ 

The richest mortals ever saw, 

Where learned Athenians oftien met 

To study and to pmctice law? 

Were there not streets on purpose made 
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For pleasure and for public show, 

Where ran the lengthen'd colonnade — 

Where open'd wide the portico? 

Where are they now? the voice says, "Where?" 

And spreads its solemn echo round — 

These things of greatest cost and care 

Are mouldering all beneath the ground. 

Demosthenes tried hard to save 

His country fix>m insidious foes; 

His eloquence was all in yain, 

She fell far faster than she rose. 

There is a land called by this name, 

That's still existing on the earth, 

But nothing in her light and fame 

Like that which gave Lycurgus birth. 

The ancient Greece has pass' d away, 

With her illustrious, far-famed men; 

They had their glory and their day, 

But these will never be again. 

Where is great Rome, which justly fills 

The largest space in history? 

The dty stood on seven hills, 

And stands there still, ** A Mystery." 

What she's to be we dare not say 

Until this mystery somehow ends; 

That Rome's to perish terribly. 

Her course throughout most clear portends. 

An Angel, standing on the brink. 

Cast down a mill-stone in the sea, 

Exclaiming, "thus shall Babel ^ink," 

And that will end the mystery. 

Her great Republic was destroy'd 

Amid Pharsalia's dreadM fight, 
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While Actimn and Fhilippi 

Put Boman freedom all to flight 

Then high tiie throne of Cssar Toae, 

At that sad day— iU-fated hour I 

When Roman patriots, friends and foes, 

Were forced to yield to tyrant power. 

Great autocrats now held the sway 

O'er all the world, five hnndred years. 

Till at the last the throne gaye way 

And fell, *mid shrieks and groans and tears. 

The old Dominion first was broke 

By armies rising mad within, 

And bravely breaking off the yoke 

Which made an empire groan in sin. 

Next barbarous hohles from every idde, 

RushM fririons through, from place to place. 

Revengers of the Roman pride— 

Destroyers of the human race. 

To North and South, to East and West, 

They bore the costliest things away, 

Till all that mighty Rome possessed, 

To waste and ruin, fell a prey. 

Thus perished Rome with all her fame — 

With all her greatness and her store. 

She lives in hist'ry and in name, 

But Roman glory is no more. 

If other States have shared this fate, 

'Tis wise in us to mark it well, 
And ask ourselves, why nations great 

Have thus decayed, declined and fell 

Was it for want of proper love. 
To justice and humanity— 
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Contempt of God who ndes above— 
Indalgence in profanity? 

Say, was it crime, debasing crime, 
Both long and mad persisted in, 

That made them suffer in their time 
And fall from what they once had been? 

Was it because in civil strife, 
Prevailing long and sad and sore. 

These mighty nations lost their life 
And snnk at length to rise no more? 

A civil war has here jnat ceasM, 
And yet we do not seem to be 
Sabdn^d and humbled in the least, 
- Beneath the dread calamity. 

A voice which thunders as it goes. 
Comes falling solemn on our ears; 

Arousing us from fakie repose- 
Awaking all our slmnbMng fears. 

It tells us of corruption vast. 
Prevailing fearftd through the land, 

And other scourgings coming fiist, 
The trembling nation canH withstand. 

It tells us of apostacy. 
And Judgments hanging o^er us, 

To sink us in some fiery sea, 
As Admah fell before us. 

Above the ground on which we tread. 
Is fearful seen from hour to hour. 
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The flames of yengeance burning red, 
All waiting eager to devour. 

A BQbtile foe* without, within, 

CSome fondly look to it to save,) 
Is working now, and long has been, 

To dig this mighty nation's grave. 

Whatever it brings to some of loss— 

Whatever it brings to all of pain. 
We must be purgM from sin and dross 

Or this Republic canH remain. 

Let gospel truth Uke precious leay'n, 

Be hefe difihs'd, as yet it may, 
And then we'll shine like stars of heay'n— 

Enduring as the sun of day. 



•lafldeUty. 



PART VI. 



HouB, and special objects, pleasures, endearments and 
reminiscences connected with it When the author speaks 
in his own name, he does not always mean himself, bat 
personates some other one who has been or may be the 
actor. 

1. No Plack like Homb. 

2. Thb Happy Family. 
8. Dbpabted Ohbs. 

4. The Willow Tbeb. 

5. The Stbeamlet. 

6. Youthful Days. 

7. All Passino Away. 



NO PLACE LIKE HOME. 

I've trayePd thiougli that ancient land, 
Where Joseph once held high command- 
Where Mofles, too, majestic trod. 
And wrought for Israel and for God; 
But^ 0, there'* s nothing, nothing there. 
Which can toUh happy home compare. 

rye been in China many a day, 
And heard her people praise and pray; 
I*ye seen the place her monarch reigns, 
And crossed her fitirest fields and plains; 
But yet ihere*» nothing, nothing there, 
Which can with happy home compare, 

I'ye been where Philadelphia stood— 
Where Sardis rose, both great and good- 
Where Thyatira prospered well- 
Where goilty Smyrna sinn'd and fell; 
But yet ihereU nothing, nothing there, 
YThich can unth happy home compare. 

Pye drank the water from the brook. 
Where Jewish tribes of old partook; 
pye royed through ancient Palestine, 
And an her works and wonders seen; 
But yet there* 8 nothing, nothing there. 
Which can with happy home compare. 
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I've stood on IVly's &mou8 shore, 
Once so renowned for classic lore — 
I've been where VirgU sweetly sung, 
And Tully spoke with burning tongue; 
Bui yet ihereU nothing^ nothing there^ 
Which can toith happy home compare, 

I' ye been where Rome once proudly rose — 
Where stUl the beauteous Tiber flows— 
Wh^e long the migbty Ostsars lel^'d, 
And earth's best classic men were tialn'd; 
But yet ikere^e noiMik^^ v^Mng there^ 
Which eanidith happy home eompmre, 

I've been in London, on the Thames, 
And seen her sportsmen at their games; 
I've been ia Paris, bliOe and gay. 
Where pride and fashion be^r the inray ; 
Bui y^ there'* i n>^Mnff^ nothing there^ 
Which oaft «AA happy home compote. 

I've been in Lyons and Marseilles— 
In DubHn, Perth, and Glasgow, nore*^ 
Talk'^ often with the Prince of Wales, 
And traversed Iffortbem Burc^ o'er; 
But yet ihere^e nothing^ nothing there^ 
Whu^ can 9fiith happy home compare. 

I've been in Chili and Peru, 

I've been in Nova Scotia, too — 

I've been where Oreenland spreads abroad 

And shows the wonders of a Ood; 

But yH ihere'e-no&iing, nothing (here^ 

Whieh can ^eUh happy home compare. 
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I've royed through AMc's wastes and wilds, 
I've trod the raimom'd Sandwich Isles, 
Passed often through the famous gate 
Which opens to the Golden State; 
StU yet there's nothing, nothing there. 
Which can with happy Jiome compare, 

I've been at great Niagara's Falls, 
Inhere deep to deep, in thnnder calls; 
I've heard the mighty torrent's roar 
Reyerberate from shore to shore; 
But yet thereU nothing, nothing there, 
Which can teith happy home compare. 

I'ye been throughout the Tropic clime. 
Where earth and air and skies combine 
To make those lands, by heay^i's deyise, 
Almost a perfect paradise. 
But $tia there' e nothing, fhothing there. 
Which can toith happy home compare. 

I'll therefore neyer more complain, 
But at my home content remain, 
And here I'll fondly Kye and toil 
Upon my own dear natiye soil; 
For, 0, there'' e nothing anyvhere^ 
Which can at M wUh home compwe. 



THE HAPPY FAMILY. 

yes we're here, all joyful here. 
Fond loying one another; 

The father and the mother dear, 
The sister and the breVher; 
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We^re here as blest and liappy band 
JLs lives within this favorM land. 

The father— he^B the steady one, 

Engaged in constant toil; 
From morning until eyening sun, 

He culfivates the soil. 
Gk>ing, coming night and day. 
In all tbat^s done, he leads the way. 

He's kind, indulgent, wise and just- 
He's honored, loved and fear'd; 

The father's word and precepts must 
Be strictly here rever'd. 

He leads his household in the prayer, 

Ajid makes their weal his tender care. 

The mother— she stands next to him, 

A pious, faithful dame; 
No matter what command he gives, 

She always gives the same. 
No discord here, no, not a note. 
She yields — he gives the casting vote. 

The boys stand next in station round 
This place which gave them birth, 

They help to break the fallow ground, 
And cultivate the earth. 

They work through all the year content, 

Nor su&r time to be misspent. 

Industrious, frugal, well-dispos'd. 

In conversation free; 
Whatever is censur'd or oppos'd, 

They bear it patiently. 
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They're generoas-hearted, yet so brayc, 
No one will be another's slave. 

The girls we mention last of all, 

So lorely and so fair, 
The home would be no home at all 

Without their presence there. 
The daughter weaves more than the son 
The chain that binds all hearts in one. 

We gather here around the hearth, 

When hands are all at leisure, 
And while we take our fill of mirth, 

Of joy and social pleasure. 
The hours Call other things forgot, J 
80 sweetly pass, we miss them not 

We also frequent join and sing 

With loud and cheerful voices. 
Till roofs aloft and ceilings ring. 

And every heart rejoices. 
'Tis thus we spend much time together, 
Through rainy days and winter weather. 

Sometimes our Mends, with well-plied powers, 

Come in to chatter with us. 
And then we have the happiest hours 

Our Maker deigns to give us. 
With wit, and fun, and repartee, 

We pass our evenings merrily. 

We often take the prints and read 

About the world's improvements. 
What things the nations have decreed. 

And all their mighty movements. 
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We wcmder, as we read on through. 
At what the world is coming to. 

Sometimes we join— all join in play, 

For social recreation; 
At other times, we silently 

Incline to meditation. 
But let these things be as they may^ 
We sweetly pass our lives away. 

And when our weekly work is done, 
And its fatigues are ended — 

When Sunday hours are fully come, 
With better thoughts attended, 

Lo, then we put vain things away, 

And solemn keep the Sabbath day. 

A more delightfW, happy place 
Than this you cannot find; 

There's cheerfulness on every face- 
Contentment in each mind. 

Hay Heaven, defending, never ceaa^ 

To bless this house and home with peace. 



DEPASS^TED ONES. 

AlasI there^s nothing steadfast here. 

We all are mortal bom; 
There's not a joy without a tear. 

Or rose without a thorn. 
Love foQdly weaves the golden chalQ, 
But def^tb briB^ks all the linl^sa^^n, 
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The deadest friendships fotxned below, 

However strong they be, 
Haye mingled with them hoots of wo, 

And months of misery* 
Fast flow the tears from sorrow^s eye, 
When friends belov'd and kindred die. 

Oar father and our mother dear 

Have both resigned their breath, 
Their names are fondly cherishM here, 

But they are cold in death. 
Low in the grare-yard now they lay, 
And sleep the rolling years away. 

We pass along the paths they trod. 

When we to church repair; 
We seek them in the house of Qod, 

But they are not there. 
We ask, ** Where are they?*' but in yalii— 
No answer is returned again. 

Our family group is sad and few, 

Alas! we're stricken-hearted, 
For lately, with Amelia, too. 

We have forever parted. 
She's slumb'ring in death's cold embrace, 
Borne to her last, long resting place. 

When sympathizing kindred come 

To visit our abode. 
At rising or at setting sun, 

'Tis in a pensive mood. 
Hearts bleed, and many a tear is shed 
In memory of AmeUa dead. ' 
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Ajiother link is rent away— 

Le&nder, too, has died; 
WeWe laid him in the cold, cold clay, 

Close by his sister^s side. 
Ajid there they sleep, the lovely brave, 
Both tenants of an early grave. 

Death will advance with steady step, 
Loud knocking at each door, 

And summon us in haste away 
To dwell on earth no more. 

O'er such a fate His vain to grieve. 

From wasting death there's no reprieve. 

Our households may be small or greats 

They may be low or high; 
This can't affect our mortal state— 

We're bom, all bom to die. 
Where some are now, soon all must be— 
Fixed in the long eternity. 



THE WILLOW TREE. 

Before my cottage stands a tree. 

Of noblest size and form. 
Which spreads and towers majestic'ly, 

Alike 'mid calm and storm. 

When X was but a little child, 
Say ten years old, not more, 

I found it growing lone and wild 
Upon the river shore. 
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'Twas near the place 1 8ttk to fifth; 

I said, Cand drew my line,) 
Let others choose what tree they wish, 

Bat this one shall be mine. 

I took my knife and cat a mark. 

As careM as I coald, 
Upon its yoang and tender bark, 

To make my poipose good. 

A little distance from the tree, 

I also gladly foond 
A spring of water, pore and free, 

Arising from the groand. 

The thought at once rose in my mind. 

This water and this tree 
Will surely make, when they're combinM, 

A handsome property. 

I quickly cut a shallow drain, 

(It cost but little toil,) 
And brought the water down amain 

To coyer all that soiL 

And there the water constant ran— 

And there the willow grew, 
Till I arose to be a man, 

And thought of marriage too. 

My father then proposed to share 

What land he had with me; 
I said, " Pray give me mine just where 

Now stands the willow tree." 

I thus obtain'd a goodly lot, 
Fair fronting to the road, 
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And there I built an htimbie cot, 
Near irhBre the wat«r floW'i 

The willoiT cart Hs amide shadie 
Around my cottage door, 

And there my children fpndljr play'd, 
Till childhood days were o*er. 

The tree has now for suoty yessrs 
Been growing by that rill, 

Nor has it ceasM, for anght appears^ 
•Tis growing, growing still. 

This is my darling tree, indeed, 
The joy of both my eyes; 

It does, for me, all trees exceed. 
That grow beneath the skies. 

We were companions in onryonth— 
We will be so when old; 

I would not part with it, in truth, 
For all its weight in gold. 

But O there's one thing yery dear: 
This tree, so strong and braye. 

Will still be growing proudly here 
When I am in my grave. 

When all I*ye den^e is quite forgot, 
And nothing car'd for more. 

It will be standing in this lot, 
Majestic as before. 

And now I make this one request, 
CGive ear, my friends, tp n^e,^ 

When I am dead,, lay me to rest 
Beneath this willow tree. 



Ajid when the diatant time ahiU oome 

That tUs tame willow die% 
And eyery branch, which from it hong. 

In waMin^ rflfa If e^-^ 

Then let4to trudL te akillAil wroi^tlit 

Into a paling strong, 
And pnt aionnd my lonely graye— 

To guard it aafe sad loiq^ 

And if theie^B more than needM Be 

To fence that sacred spot, 
Then let the rest of this great tree 

Be put aronnd the lot. 

And thofi, as I protected it 
Through all m^ growing days. 

It will protect "both me and mhie 
Till it, in turn, decays. 

Oar little dittt, Whldi thm remains, 

Wm mhigle liere together, 
Through beating ttotfift, and '^SBx^g rains, 

And changes of all weather. 

Bnt this gnftt dsff^Tencto tiieie itfiD be, 

'Twixt dytag trees and mm: 
The first wiU perish total^'- 

The latter rise again. 

Upon the L^ threat Day, -dear l^e ! 

Yonr dxist tatd mmq wlHiMYllr; 
Lo, yOifrs wUl go 1^ notiilttg then, 

Bat mine will liye foreyer. 
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i 

THE STREAMLET. 

Thou brightly flowing stream! 

Thou art most dear to me, 
Por, lol I often fondly dreaan 

Through midnight hours of thee. 

There once I joyftil stray'd, 

All in my youthful pride, 
And up and down the streamlet playM, 

Close by the water side. 

It has been many years 

Since I was on tiiat ground, 
But stUl, unceasing in my ears,^ 

I hear the streamlet sound. 

There is the wide-spread tree. 

Where oft Vre careless laid, I 

And sung both loud and merrily. 

Amid the Summer shade. 

There is the solid rock, 

Where, with the dangling hook, 
Vre sat to catch the shining fish 

And draw them from the brook. 

There is the loyely pool, 

Where, morning, noon, and night, 
I (in the water, soft and cool,) 

Once bath'd with sweet deUght 

I now bathe in the lake, 
And sometimes in the sea. 
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But O tbeve Uiiio botldng place 
So dear as thJB ta me. 

The stream would frequent rise, 

And wildly oveiflow, 
And rush imipetwMisin its course 

O'er fields and plains below. 

Once, on a rainy day, 

("The stream flow'd dieep and wide,) 
An empty boat came floating dirwn 

Upon the rowing tide. 

I took the crook I had, 

And drew the boat to shore; 
Then yentur'd in, a silly lad, 

Without a guide, or oar. 

Out in the flood it went; 

I toiPd, but toil'd in vain, 
(Till ail my youthfdl strength wacB spent,) 

To bring it back again. 

And now I sometimes dream. 

In stUlncBS of the night. 
That I am sinking in that stream. 

And wake amidst my fright. 

Alas! ^tis all a dream. 

My youthful days are o'er, 
V\\ ne'er again float on the stream, 

Nor tread its grassy shore. 

But yet the brook is there- 
Fast flowing to the sea; 

Its Bou&ds are echoed on the air, 
Ajid will for ages be. 
©♦ 
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When I am in my graye, 
And tread the earth no more, 

It will be rolling here, as brave 
Ajid beauteous as before. 

The streamlet, from its source. 
Furnished with full supplies, 

Flows on perpetual in its course, 
And mocks when mortal dies. 

Thou brightly flowing stream! 

Thou art most dear to me; 
Long as I Hye, I'll think, 1*11 dream, 

Through midnight hours, of thee. 



YOUTHFUL DATS. 

When I was young, a thousandjoys 
Beset me round, where'er I stray'd, 

For numerous were the idol toys 
My youthflQ hands, for pleasure, made. 

The weary day I often broke, 
Reclining sweetly at my ease 

Beneath the foliage of the oak— 
The willow and the poplar trees. 

The woodlands, too, were my retreat. 
Where oftentimes I tarried long. 

Fond listening to the music sweet 
There caroPd by the feather'd throng. 

Or, on the mossy turf reposed, 
Beneath the mountain's craggy steep, 
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The gently whisp'ring winds disposed 
My weary, wuid'ring mind to sleep. 

Or on the margin of the brook. 
Meandering through the lonely yale, 

I sat and read some story book. 
Delighted with the pleasing tale. 

*Twa8 then those cheerAil fields and meads, 
Extending round my father^s dome, 

Became the seat of youthftd deeds. 
Which long endear the name of home. 

But, farewell now! another tear 
Be to their fond remembrance giyen; 

They're to my recollection dear. 
And will be till my home's in heaven. 

There, there such Joy perpetual springs- 
Such sacred pleasures flow. 

That I may soon forget the things 
I fondly loy'd below. 

The scenes on earth, when once they're past. 

Are past and gone for aye; 
But those aboye, unchanging, last 

Through an eternal day. 



ALL PASSING AWAY. 

The flowrets that blossom so loyely in Spring, 
And cast their sweet fnigrance abroad on the air--* 
The wild birds that come to us on the swift wing, 
And then to some fkr distant climate repair-^ 
The beauties xefleoted upon the bioad i^— 
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The Bnnlight that bunts forth ix> hrighdy at Aoon— 

The roses which spring up in Summer to die— 

The lilies, which wither and perish so soon, 

Are transient, things transient, they change with each day. 

And UU U9 foeWe pmsing^ all passing away. 

The snow that is falling, fast falling around, 

And melting proftisely beneath the bright sun— 

The winds that are sweeping, fierce sweeping the ground— 

The streamlets which onward unceasingly run — 

The sear-leayes that wither and fall from the tree»~- 

The creatures that come forth of untimely birth— 

The broken wayes rolling swift back to tiie seas, 

And Tain empty shadows that cover the ear&, 

Are transient, things transjl^nt, they change with each day, 

And Uil us we're passing^ all passing away. 

The gems which appear in the dew dr^ps of p^m— 

The soft mellow lustre which lingers at eye — 

The notes rolling out from, the hunter's riirill horn— 

The tidings of gladness we sometimes receive — 

The dreams that attend us amid silent sleep — 

The hours of reflection (liow soon they are past,) 

The tales oft repeated to make mortals weep— 

The times of true happiness coming at last, 

Are transient, things transient, they change with each day. 

And tell us we'' re passing, all passing away. 

The season of Summer, so fervid and bright— 
The season of Auljumii abounding in fruit— 
The Spring coming in with the sweetest delight, 
And Winter, no hard nm the fowl and the brute. 
Are seasons which oannotwithus long temaku, 
Though oft we desire it with suppliant heatt. 
Yet always desire it entirely in vain— 
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The season tlukt cometk eomes soon to depart. 

They're transiejit, things transient, they change 'with each 

day, 
And tM fu tDe*re poinng^ aU passing away. 

The rocks rolling doim from the moiintaki'« bold fteepa— 
The forests aprooied by wild winds that blow--- 
The sands firom the desert all drifted in hei^ 
And high towering fabrics laid prostrate and low. 
Vast regions around ns destroyed by the floods- 
Vast kingdoms pervaded with anarehy ^Bre— 
Qreat battle-fields ABOking with solders' fresh blood*, 
And navies stupendous burnt up in the fire, 
Are left, strangely left, to destruction a prey, 
To teU us toeWe passing^ aU passing away. 

Great cities erected on great ocean shores. 
And growing immensely through ages of time — 
Great battlements built by the brave army corps, 
Along the old banks of the Thames and the Rhine. 
The castle, the palace, the house of the king-^ 
The temple prodigious, and solemn and grand— 
The chambers immortal where amateurs sing. 
And buildings of wonder that spread o'er the land, 
Are transient, things transient, they haste to decay. 
And ieU us weWe passing^ all passing away. 

Whole nations have fallen, great nations of men 
Have fallen on death-sleep, prolonged alMl profoimd; 
No voice bat Jehovah^s can wake them again 
And call them to action from under the ground. 
Great spirits immortal I tiiey ne'er can forget 
The part which in mighty transactions they t)ore; 
They fondly remember tiieir birth places yet. 
But places that knew them, will know them no more* 
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They rose in their greatnesa— their epitaphs say, 
Then Btihk with their glory, and all passed away. 

Great stars of creation, resplendent and bright, 
Once marshal'd in heaven, in grandest array — 
Great comets refnlgently speeding their flight 
And filling ns mortals with fear and dismay, 
Haye left their old orbits all yacant and blank- 
Have left them, it may be, for some other sphere; 
Bnt teach us, whatever be our station or rank, 
A lasting existence can never be here. 
The heav'ns are changing, the earth most decays 
All tiihe things whatever are passing away. 

Where now are the Fathers so famous of old. 
Apostles and prophets so holy and wise, 
And where are the multitudes, whom we are told 
They fiEdthftd instructed and led to the skies? 
Though once they were dwelling in bodies of clay, 
And suffered as we do from trouble and care. 
Yet now in the depths of the grave-yard they lay, 
All silently sleeping— all sepulchred there. 
The great men and noble, the good and the brave. 
Are sinking alike to the sleep of the grave. 

O, where are the men who begun this great flght? 

Say, where are the soldiers who first took the field, 

Besolv'd to proceed in the cause with their might— 

To bleed and to suffer, but never to yield? 

They've fiillen— the warriors have slept their last sleep, 

The sun of their glory has gone down at noon; 

The nation that loved them all bitterly weep. 

That mortals.so noble should perish so soon. 

Thus fought they and fell they— now mouldering in day, 

They idl u$ we're pawing^ aU pawing away. 
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O, God of oeation, Gieai Maker of all! 

Thou guide of the pilgrima, to Ihee would ire calL 

Conduct U8, Uind creaturesi our pOgrimage through — 

TJnceaangly succor and stroigthen us too; 

Then hring us triumphant to where we shall be, 

Foreyer made jieifect and happy in thee — 

Where changes, sad changes, and sorrows are o'er — 

Where death and destruction can waste us no more— 

Where all is bright shining and glorious as day, 

And nothing existing can e^er pan away. 



PART VII. 



Eabth and heaven are here contrasted in regard to 
beauty, rest and happiness. With it, we have the chris- 
tian seeking the better country— his guide to it— his 
mother's influence— his security under the divine care, 
and his assurance of reaching the place of the blest 

1. Thb Gbeat Housk Wb Live In. 

2. The Celestial City. 

3. On This Side Heay'n. 

4. Tbtie Haffinebs. 

5. The One I Love Best. 
0. The Chbistian Man. 

7. The Bible. 

8. My Motheb. 

9. Abm Unseen. ^ 

10. Anchob Hold. 

11. Up in Hbav'n. 



THE GREAT HOUSE WB LIVE IN. 

Its ooT'ring is thfi sky, 

CStupendous, arch, and grandj 
O'er all the IraUdii^ high 
Mf^gnifioently spanta'd. 
Ten thousand lamps, all buming bright, 
Hang glittering here from night to night. 

Its strong foundations laid 
By mighty hand of God, 
On masalYe rocks are stayed, 
'Gainst tempest, fire and flood. 
They may be shook, but can't be broke 
By thimder peal or lightning stroke. 

Its pillars huge and tall, 

Rise wondrous to our yiew; 
They shake, but ne'er can fall 
As other pillars do; 
On moyeless bases, lol they stand, 
Sustain'd by an Almighty hand. 

Thick robes of verdurie green, 

Like yelyet, round us spread, 
Form the gay carpeting 
On which Ire mortals tr^ad. 
What texttire, wrought like this, Vefore 
JE'er coyer'd manse or man^on floor? 
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Its ftumitore consists 

Of taUets, broad and fair— 
Of bureaus, curious wrought, 
And mirrors everywhere. 
Kor can we wondering creatures tell 
Which forms of beauty here excel. 

Its lights are blazing orbs, 

So burning and so bright, 
We're gazing evermore 
With wonder at the sight. 
Sun, moon, and countless stars withal, 
Combine to light this gliU'ring haU. 

Its fountains, deep and wide. 

Consist of flowing seas, 
Where rolls the ocean tide- 
Where plays the cooling breeze. 
To every place where wants arise. 
These fountains send out ftill supplies. 

Its decorations bright 

Are found in bounteous stores — 
Some on the mountain's height, ~ , 

Some on the ocean's shores. 
Ten thousand thousand sparkling gems, 
Here shine like pearls in diadems. 

Its curtains, widely spread 
^ Around the earth and sky. 

Enclose the slumb'ring bed, 
Where millions nightly lie. 
They cover and delight us too, 
Inwrought with dark shades, light, and blue. 
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The sounding winds that blow— 

The seas that loudly roar— 
The waves which constant flow 
And dash npon the shore, 
Spread music, like a rolling tide, 
All through this house where we reside. 

Without a voice or tongue, 
(In sweetest harmony,J 
Blest hymns are nightly sung 
Here to the Deity. 
With fond, delighted, ravished ears. 
We list the music of the spheres. 

All artists are outdone 

By paintings here that be,. 
Bright shining as the sun. 
And wrought so skillftdly; 
That while we gaze, we can't express 
The rapturous feelings we possess. 

But there's another dome, 

Far brighter yet than this. 

Where angels have their home 

In realms of heavenly bliss. 

And soon we'll rise, if we prepare. 

To dwell with shining angels there. 



THB CELESTIAL CITY. 

Great Athens, long and costly reared, 

'Mid far fam'd Attica, 
For ages there in pomp appear'd, 

Bright shining as the day. 
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She beauteous was, and mng with mirth. 
The pride and Joy of all the earth« 

Old Corinth was magnificent— 

A pile of marble white, 
And none who saw her in her prime, 
Gould help admire the sight. 
No city in this world below 
Made such a grand, imposing show. 

But there^s a city in the sky 

Whose streets are laid in gold, 
Too dazzling for the human eye, 
While mortal to behold. 
In heavenly brightness there it rtanda, 
Built by the Grea^ Ore^UHr's Imds. 

Its twelve foundations stron^y laid 
With glitt'rin^ stones most bright, 
Have mingled colors so di^play^d 
That angels love the sight 
And here below, the men of grace 
Are longing, longing fQr the place. 

Jerusalem, with turret^ high, 
Was wondrous to behold,. 
But this great dty of the ^ky 
Is built in shining gold. 
^Tis splendid and immortal too. 
Enchanting to the ravished view. 

liO, fancy here completely fails; 

In vain we mortals try 
To form a right cqndpption of 

That dty In the sky^ 
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Oar laboring minds can do no more 
Than think, and wonder, and adore. 

The glory of creation far 
1$ concentrated there; 

No light of sun, or twinkling star, 

' Can once with it compare. 
Whatever its glory now may be, 
'Twill still increase etpmally. 

Its wall, of finest Jasper built. 

Stands grandly there and high; 
Thou flii^yeB^, mprtal, Ijf »pu y^ 
^OQDL se^ it^ witi» tliine ejfe. 
White loudiMt imiihe«fi^ i^i!qi tmnuiA, 
It e^^aie^ tffkd furQlongs ib^ wmi. 

Its galea are ttaee on every dde— 

Each one a peariy gate, 
And tiiere forever they MdA, 
In strength and glory great 
Theee gates stand open every hour, 
' AH goaMed by ang^c power. 

Blest city on a shining shore- 
Home of the isavM and freel 
May we, wken tolls of Jlfe are o'er^ 
Forever tes|; in thee. 
Within thy courts take princely seata, 
Qr joyftil walk thjr golden streets. 
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ON THIS SIDE HEAV'N. 

Oh say, is there rest for the spirit while here — 
Best, sweet and abiding, from sorrow and fear-* 
Can earth tell of places to which we may flee. 
And rest from all trouble and suffering free? 
Going, coming, waking, sleeping, 
Pallid cheeks are wet with weeping; 
Ah me/ no rest to ue is giv^n, 
No perfect rest on this side Heaven, 

We go to the halls with rich tapestry hung, 
Where feasting is practic*d and music is sung; 
Amidst their wild reyels, we ask, *^ Is it so 
That you are here blest?*' and they all answer, '^ No." 

Eating, drinking, sporting, toiling. 

Pain is still the pleasure spoiling; 

Ah me! no rest to us is giv^n^ 

No perfect rest on this side Heaven, 

We go where the vot'ries of pleasure resort, 
Where beauty and splendor are decking the court; 
Amidst their diyersions, we ask, ** Is it so 
That you are here blest?" and they all answer, "No." 
While the chaplet wreaths we're weaving, 
Still o'er faded Joys we're grieving; 
Ah me/ no rest to us is giv^n. 
No perfect rest on this side Eeav^n. 

We go to the mansions where princes are dweUing, 
Where heirs to the kingdom are joyfully telling 
Of mighty possessions; we ask, " Is it so 
That you are here blest?" and they all answer, **No." 
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WMle of thrones and kingdoms hearing, 

Sad disasters still we^re fearing; 

Ah me! no rest to us giv'n, 

No perfect rest on this side Heaven. 

We go to the places where monarchs are crown'd, 
Where thrones are ascended, and terribly round 
Great royalty glitters; we ask, ** Is it so 
That you are here blest?'' and they all answer, ** No/' 

Rising, falling, ruling, reigning, 

Man is evermore complaining; 

Ah me! no rest to us is giv^n, 

No perfect rest on this side Heaven. 

We go to the countries where men of great name 
Have millions around them proclaiming their fame; 
We list to their shoutings, and ask, *' Is it so 
That you are here blest?" and they all answer, ** No." 

In distraction still abiding, 

Hope and fear the mind dividing; 

Ah me ! no rest to us is giv^n^ 

No perfect rest on this side Heaven. 

We go to the places where choristers sing, 

And make the broad welkin with harmony ring; 

We list to their music— we ask, '* Is it so 

That you are here blest?" and they all answer, " No.^' 

While melodious sounds we're making, 

Hearts with grief and pain are breaking; 

Ahm^e! no rest to us is giv'n, 

No perfect rest on this side Eeav'n, 

We go to the fountains of science and light. 
Where mortals are drinking by day and by night; 
Amidst their great learning, we ask, '' Is it so 
Thai you m here blest?" and they an answer, ** No." 
n 
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QrievouB cares the mind infesting, 
Man is neyer, never resting; 
Ahmsf no re»t tou$i$ giv^n^ 
No perfect rest on thit tide heat^n. 

We go the lands which are charmingly fair, 
And seek, but in yain, for true happiness there; 
Where nature blooms loyely, we ask, " Is it so 
That you are here blest?'' and they all answer, " Na** 

While these scenes are round us shining, 

Oft in sickness, sad we're pining. 

Ah me / no rest to us is ffiv^n^ 

No perfect rest on t?tis side heaven. 

We go to the places where learn' d men and rude 

Are steadily seeking in close solitude, 

Some fiincied enjoyments; we ask, ** Is it so 

That you are here blest?" and they answer, *• No, no. 

Vain the place, the mood, the diet, 

Man is never, never quiet; 

Ten thousand cares will still intrude 

Despite of chosen solitude. 

We go to the dwellings where day after day 
The Scriptures are studied and pious men pray; 
We ask them the question, '* If they are here blest?" 
They answer, " We're earnestly seeking a rest"— 

(Fondly hoping, firm believing, 

Proffisr'd grace from God receiving,; 

We're seeking an eternal Test, 

In yonder kingdom of the blest. 

We go to the temples of pray'r and of praise. 
Where prophets are teaching men heavenly ways; 
We ask them the question, ** If they are here bleat?" 
Thlby tagw&, ** Wd'tto OBbUng^ thus itstikHsSg a raA.'* 



TBUB XAnVffBflfi. m 

JoyM Binging, solemn pimying, 
God's revealed will olieying; 
We seek, we seek eternal rest. 
In yonder kingdom of the bleit 

We go to the angels which hover around, 
And ask them, '* If rest for the soul can be fonnd?*' 
They answer, " It can, on the heav'nly shore, 
Where sorrow, and sighing, and weeping are o*er.** 
Best immortal, never ceasing — 
Best where joy is still increasing- 
Sacred, high, eternal rest. 
In yonder kingdom of the blest 

We go to the christian, as sweetly he dies, 
Now passing triumphant from earth to the skies; 
We ask him the question, ** If he is yet blest?'* 
He answers, ^Tm going, fast going to rest'' 

Earthly cares behind me leaving — 

Heav'nly light distinct perceiving, 

I soar to an eternal rest. 

In yonder kingdom of the ble$t. 



TRUE HAPPINESS. 

'Tis not by power which we possess 
That we obtain true happiness; 
For tyrant kings would surely then 
Become most blest and happy men. 

'Tls net by grasping aQ we can 

Of worldly 8t6i«, thvt makes a man*; 
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The ri^g to immeiiBe estate 

WiU make ps neitiier good nor great 

If ways and means like these would do, 
The famons mountains of Peru 
Might, by the riches they contain, 
Belieye ten thousand souls from pain. 

Should fame, as high and bold she stands, 
Proclaim my name to distant lands — 
Should she with trumps immortal blow 
And spread it through all realms below — 

Should she, with triumph in her eyes, 
Proclaim it mighty through the skies? 
Then tend it on, with thrilling tone, 
To rolling spheres beyond our own: 

This would not, could not make me blest. 
In special sense, above the rest 
Of human kind, but leave me more 
Unhappy than I was before. 

To tread the paths Messiah ttod. 
In holy reverence for my €k)d — 
To credit what this Teacher saith, 
In strong abiding christian faith. 

Will save me from the love of sin- 
Will make and keep me pure within, 
And give tte such dtibitiKhMal Joy 
As powers of «airth (An fi^'et destroy. 

The native fruit of this will be 
A heaven-descended charity. 
Which M^ vwBjs thfi hmaaBbieist 
Aa4rmAke« a erefttavs sfireetly VML 
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THE ONE I LOVE BEST. 

I loye a man of tender heart, 
Who can a generoiis tear impart 
To one whose sool'a oppressed vith gzief, 
And knows not where to find relief. 
For in this world where troubles rise. 
And draw the tears from weeping eyes, 
The bahn that softens and conitrols 
Our grief, is found in mingling. 80ul& 

I love a person well refin'd 
In thought and feeling, heart and mind, 
In manners, habits, speech and dress. 
And all things else he may possess. 
Though these improvements, in the main, 
May seem to some no special gain. 
Yet to a more enlighten^ view 
They add a ohann to aU we do. 

I love an honest, upright soul, 
Who rises o^er all mean control. 
Nor deigns so base, so low to bend. 
As impious conduct to defend. 
Who hates the vices and the deeds 
On which degraded nature feeds. 
But strives by measures pure and chaste 
To form his habits and his taste. 

I love a person, when there^s such. 
Who aids the public interest much. 
By patronizing Church and State, 
And all our projects good and great. 
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Who acts the liberal man complete 
When call'd his conntry^s wants to meet, 
And by a fixM, determine stand, 
Sustains the honors of the land. 

There is another person still, 
Who, in his warm and earnest zeal, 
Obeys the mandates of the skies 
And toils for bliss that never dies— 
Whose sonl is blessed with such a meed 
Of heavenly grace, *tis blest indeed. 
This is the one, I must confess, 
I loye far more than all the rest. 



THB CHRISTIAN MAN. 

Christian man, I see thee moying 
On the way to Sion's Hill; 

Every day that passes, proving 
Thou art true and faithftd stUl, 
Always striving 

Thy great calling to fulfil. 

Christian man, I see thee giving 
Just support to Sion^s cause. 

Constant speaking, acting, living 
In obedience to her laws. 
Onward, christian. 

In thy course, and never pause. 

Christian man, I see thee reading 
In the Book of Life divine, 
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And on heavenly manna feeding 
Ab tlum read'st each moying line- 
Sweetly calling 
Every precious promise thine. 

Christian man, I see thee staying 
Where black clouds and tempests lower; 

Often too, I hear thee praying 
Por the Saviour's promised power, 
To sustain thee 

In the dark and trying hour. 

Christian man, thou art a stranger 

Su£f *ring in this world below; 
Thus thy Lord laid in a manger. 

Bom to sorrow, grief and wo. 
Hear me, christian. 
This shall not be always so. 

Art thou now a frequent weeper — 

Weeping o'er thy guilty fall? 
Thou Shalt soon become a keeper 

bi a star-lit, heaven-built hall. 
Where they cannot 
Ever, ever weep at alL 

Christian man, thou ait a wrestler, 
Wrestling hard with flesh and blood; 

But thou Shalt become a nestler 
On the bosom of thy God, 
When he calls thee 

Up to his divine abode. 

Christian man, thou wast a sinner 
Great indeed, in heaven's sight, 
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But thou Shalt become a winner 
Of a crown supremely bright, 
When he bids thee 
Enter to the world of light. 

Friend thou art, and a relation 
Of the great ones in the skies, 

And when done with this probation 
Then thou shalt to glory rise; 
And, triumphant. 

Live where pleasure never dies. 

Thou art known, well known in heaven, 
There thou very soon shall be, 

When the grace of God, like leaven. 
Does its perfect work in thee— 
Heir forever 

Of a blest eternity. 

Christian man, be always pray'rful; 

Look thee, watch thee, night and day. 
And in every thing be careful 

That thou keep the ** NarrT)w Way." 
Then thou wilt not — 
Then thou canst not go astray. 

Thou art fondly lov'd in Sion, 
With a blessed portion there — 

Thou shouldst bold be as a lion, 
Kever once indulging fear. 
Thou, O pilgrim, 

Art to God and angels dear. 

Christian man, be always thankful — 
Every wicked thing abhor; 
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Lei thy mind be pure aad tniuiailr^ 
Heed boI eiUier storm or irtr. 
Now and ever 
Then art well prorided for. 

Christian man, whatever may grieve ihee. 

He will send an angel h08t» 
And OTipria«8)7 leUeve llwe 

At the time thim need'sl H 0MML 
TntftinJesaa 
SvenMMe, aa now thou dost 



THE BIBLE. 



' I. 

There la a book of noble birth, 
To wand*ring mortals given. 
It did not spring from men or earth, 
Bat came direct from heaven. 
O blessed book! 
God ne'er forsook 
The men that wrote thy pages, 
Btit by his iwwer, 
From hour to hour, 
Snstain'd them in all ages. 

n. 
If yonder sun were blotted out. 

How dismal things would look; 
And yet 'tis true, beyond a doubt, 

That if this blessed book 
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Were, by some haud. 
At God* a comma n(}f 
Bemov'd from earthly places, 
A darker night 
Eclipsing light, 
. Would Teil all human faces. . . , 

ni. 
Its truth supports an empire bere-^ 

A kingdom ne^er to cease, 
And fills the kingdom far and near 
With promisM christian peace. ' 
And just so long. 
In prose or song. 
As it relates its story, 

This kingdom great 
Will rise in state,. 
To wealth and power and glory. 

IV. .• . 
This hook is like the Homing Star 
. Which introduces day; 
It throws its radiant light afar i 
And scatters night away. 
And more and more 
From shore to shore 
'Twill beam on every nation, 
'Till East and West,. 
All men are blest 
With its illumination. 

V. 

Lol migbty hosts have often tried 

In rage and mad distrust, 
To thrust this holy lH)ok .aB(d$ 
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And tread it down to dust 

BntstfflitliYes 

And erer giTes 
Fun proof of inspiration; 

Its matchless light 

Is shining bright 
To guide ns to salTation. 

VL 

When all now liying on the earth, 

And millions more are dead^ 
This book of blessed heayenly birth 
Win stm be joyful read. 

By day and night 

With sweet delight. 
Philosophers and sages 

Will yead^and pray 

And learn the way 
Of wisdom from its pages. 

Benignly given from the skies, 

To tell through earth its story, 
It ne^er will cease to make men wise, 
. Till earth is fiird with glory. 
. Triumphant then 

* Twill rise again 
To an immortal station, 

And bright and fair 

Forever there, 
lUmne a new. creation. 

vm. 
This book lives on through every age, 
IJnchangM by changing time; 
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It loses not a dingle page- 
It loses not a line. 

Its light and truth 

Remain the same 
(By heaven^s supreme protection^) 

As when at first 

To man they came 
For his diyine direction. 

IX. 

Beholdl the lime will surely come 

When stars must perish all, 
And yon refUlgent, burning sun, 
To utter ruin fall. 

But stin this book 

To whch we look 
To guide us through probation, 

Will live and be 

Eternally 
A book of revelailion. 

X. 

If we bcHeve and right receive 
These truths divinely giten, 
We'll quickly find with Joy of mind 
The way that leads to heaven! 

Then sweet we'll feed 

On what we read, 
Delighted with the story, 

And pass along 

With many a iSong 
To yonder world of glory. 
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ttr MOTHER 

O mother, dear mother! I think now with tean, 

Fast fleiwilig fi»m hoth of taj eyea^ 
How fidthftd jott liAot'd for nnj lM» yoios 

To makeme hotii hid/ taidiHae. 
From first reecdhicllOAft I haTO of jomt tUdy 

In dajra of ofy diildhOOd attd )r6«tih, 
Ton taught me to leek the Badeemer iii pnj^ 

iknd rev'reaee the Bctiptares of Tmth. 

Blest mother! the precepts you taught me so long, 

Sy'n om till yonz last dying Inreath, 
Have made an impression so de«|> and so stnmg, 

ril cany them with me to death. 
They comfort and guide me hy night and hf day, 

At home, on the land, on the sea; 
While others are foarfhlly going aiatE^^ 

Pm thinking of these and. of thee. 

O mother, dear mother! I strive to fulfil 

All that you desirM me to be, 
For though now in heaven, your i^irit is still 

Oft looking intensely on me. 
Pm serving the Master, but yet with what speed 

I cannot unerringly tell; 
But iMs Fm assured, if thy precepts I heed, 

AD, all in the end will be well. 

O mother, deai^ mother! I lately have beeh 

Where long you resided on earth; 
The house is the same, both without aiM within, 

It was at the tlm6 Of my birth. 
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I lookM through the manflion, and thought I must see 

Tour person around the old dome, 
But yain was the thoagiht and ^ search both to me — 

Tou^ye gone to the heavenly home. 

mother, dear motii^r! your Bible is ther^, 
BtUl laying upon the old stand, 

Its pages are bearing almost everywhere . 
Themarks of your pencil iiihai&d. ' 

1 open and read in the old faintly books— 
I go' where you taiighi n^e to pray— 

I think of your knien, iknd your Voice, and your looks. 
Though now you are far, far away. 

The chair is still there; yes, the old rbc^ng chair. 

You sat in as mother and wife, 
'Tis sacred to diBath-thoughts as well as to pray'r, 

For in ft you ended your life. 
The trees that you watered are yet to be seen 

All growing up noble and braye— 
The beds that you planted are fra^ant and green, 

But yo^ are asleep ^n the grave. 

motjiei:, dear mother! I recently knelt ,. 
On the spot where your ashes repose; , , . , 

1 pray'dj.but.no n(iortf^i can tell how I felt 
When, after that pray'r, I arose. . , . . . 

This world seem*d all nothing, just nothing tp me, 

I long'd and I aigh'd to be gone, , . 
To see what the spirits in glory do see, 

And Join in their heavenly ^ong. . 

mother, defx mother! just lately I dreamed 
You stood by th^ side of my bed, 



m 



The Ui^ firom yonr oomileiuuioe lieautiftil beam'd 
And glory was crowning jonr bead; 

A Toioe, soft and dear, like a Toice ftom the sky, 
Said thrice, in a whispering breath, 

Be fidthful and tme, your reward ia on bigb~ 
Be faithfbl, my child, mm death. 



THE ARM UNSEBS. 

Wlien in my early infant days 

I laid upon my mother's breast, 
And beard her sing Jeboyab's praise 

And read about the beayenly rest, 
An arm tmseen was romid me laid 

To keep me safe from every snare; 
No fatal ills conld then invade 

My blest abode, for God was there. 

When I was in my childhood state. 

As tboughtless as a child ooold be 
About my life— my destinM fate 

For time or for eternity; 
That great and good and pow*rfiil Hand 

Still kept me back from many a wo, 
It held me up, it made me stand. 

It did not, would not let me go. 

When I was in my youthflil prime, 
A playmate meet for sportiye boys, 

And hated all di^graoefiil crime, 
But fondly loy'd all earthly Joys; 
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My passions ardent, restless, wild, 
Would then have led me far astray^ 

Had Ood forsook liis erring child 
And left me to my chosen way. 

When I was in my manhood years, 

Now toiling hard to gather store; 
When cares, alternate cares and fears 

Were pressing on me sad and sore— 
My mind distracted hour by hour. 

Would oft have writhed in keenest pain. 
Had Gk>d withdrawn protecting power 

And Idt this worldly spirit reign. 

When marching to the battle ground 

Connected with the army corps,* 
i heard the rattling cannon sound 

And loud and mighty thunders roar; 
Then that same strong, protecting arm. 

Which long had been my stay and shield, 
Defended me from threatening harm 

And brought me safely from the field. 

Upon the ocean wild and mad, 

Once in the dreadful storm I rode, 
Each countenance was pale and sad 

And all were calling loud on God; 
** thou, that i-ul'st the winds and waves. 

Convey us safe to yonder shore. 
Nor let us sink in watery graves. 

To rise and dwell on earth no more." 

He heftrd us in that painM hour-- 
He ^ke and bade the wind« be still— 

•XlLO author wii OfiapUln for a time in the U. S. army. 
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Rebiik*d the wayes, and by his power 
Made all snbmissiye to his will 

That power! I Uess and praise it yet- 
That power BO faithftil Just and tmel 

O may we mortals ne'er forget 

The aarm unseen that bears tis through. 



ANCHOR HOLD. 

When storms of war are falling 

CTremendous on the land J 
So constant and appalling, 

No forces can withstand — 
When hills and mountains shaking, 

Loud echo with the noise, 
And earth around us quaking, 

Gives death-strokes to our joys; 
We trust in Qod^ both firm and bold, 
That he wUl be our Anchor Hold, 

When fierce disease is spreading 

In terror all abroad, 
And great and small are dreading 

This awful scourge of God- 
When thousands dead and dying 

Are sinking to the grave, 
And thousands more are flying 

The precious life to save; 
We trust in Ood, both strong and bold, 
That Tie will be our Anchor Hold. 

When vice is fast increasing. 
Both in the Church and State, 
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And men proceed unceasing 

To madly diBsipate — 
When crime is fearful spreading 

Throngh country, city, street. 
And holy men are dreading 

The consequence to meet; 
We iru9t in Ood^ both firm and bold. 
Thai he teUl be our Anchor Hold. 

When lowering clouds hang o'er us, 

And times are dark and drear. 
When dangers lie before us, 

Awaking all our fear — 
When dread events are pending. 

And men have ceased from mirth- 
When God, in wrath, is sending 

Destruction on the earth; 
We iruet in Him, both firm and bold, 
That he will be our Anchor hold. 

When friends we loved forsake us, 

And prove themselves untrue — 
When changes which unmake us, 

Are seen and suffer'd too— 
When kindred all around us 

Lay on a dying bed, 
And sink (the sight confounds us,^ 

To dwell among the dead; 
We tru8i in Ood, both firm and bold^ 
Thai he will be our Anchor hold. 

When on the angry ocean 
Our bark is wildly toss'd, 

'Mid scenes in dire commotion. 
All telling we'll be lost — 
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When storms ave still preTsUing, 

And eflbrts/ore and qfl^ 
Are yrhcXij nnaTsiling 

To sare the sinking craft; 
WefrtMlfA God, bath firm and bold. 
That hewOlbeaur Anchor MM, 

So when the body, dying. 

Is turning tiack to clay. 
And Bonl, set free, is flying 

To distant worlds away — 
When flesh and heart both fiul na, 

We need not shed a tear. 
When pangs of death assail ns, 

We've nothing then to fear; 
We trust in God, both firm and bold. 
Thai he tnU be our Anchor Hold. 

When earth shall cease its taming, 

And stars no more give light — 
When all creation^ s burning, 

A dread and awful sight — 
When funeral bells, loud tolling. 

Bid elements expire, 
The heayens, together rolling, 

Dissolye in quenchless fire; 
We trust in Ood, both firm and bold^ 
That he mil be our Anchor Hold, 



UP IN HBAV'N. 

I hare a treasure great indeed 
Reserved for me in time of need— 
Which does all other things exceed; 
A treasure up in Heay'n. 
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I have a konve fiur out of sight, 
A blessed maxudon pare and bright 
Where I shall dwell in ce^iseless light, 

Exalted np in Heaven. 
I have a hope both firm and strong, 
It is so now, has been so long, 
That I shall join the happy throng 

Who shout and sing in Heav'n. 
I have a iaith my Maker gave, 
It vaunts not, yet 'tis strong to save, 
And will, methinks, ev'n death out-brave, 

And land me safe in Heav'n. 
I am a king, but not of earth, 
I boast not of my human birth. 
This is a thing of little worth, 

My kingdom^ s up in Heaven. 
I have a crown that's kept for me 
By him who died on calvary; 
That crown I soon in joy shall see 

And wear it up in Heav'n. 
I have a Great Almighty Friend, 
Who does my life,* my all defend. 
And stiir will guide me to the end, 

Then fix me up in Heav'n. 
There, there my conflicts will be o'er, 
There I shall need my faith no more. 
But on that bright, immortal shore. 

Obtain my long'd for Heav'n. 
There with the God-man glorified, 
I'll in that glory sweet abide. 
And wish for nothing more beside. 

To constitute my Heav'n. 



PART VIII. 



" WATcmcAN, what of the night?" Am. *' The mom- 
ing cometh. '* The pastor and pariah scenes — death, judg- 
ment and heaven. 

1. Alone IK THE Night. 

2. The DAT-SFBma AKD CoMMissiOK. 

3. The Gbbat AwAHEKTRo. 

4. Old akd New Ceeationb. 

5. JOTTUL SiKGIKO. 

6. The Pabtob on Leayino his Chabgb. 

7. The Pabtob's Faeewell to his Stxtdt-Roox. 

8. The Bteakgeb's Visit. 

9. The Soweb and the Seed. 

10. The Old Sakctuabt. 

11. The Mouldebing Bone. 

12. The Cemstebt. 

13. Scenes of Sinai AND THE Last Day. 

14. The Chbistian^s Fabbwell. 



ALONE IX THE NIGHT. 

I. 
The winds are mghing Toand me 

As I ait on this height, 
And shining* ones hare foond me 

Here in the dead of nighL 
As ail aroond la dark and drear, 
Toa*ll wonder what I'm doing here. 

II. 
Pm gazing, fondly gazing 

Upon the stars of light; 
The yiew is grand, amazing. 

And fills me with delight 
Here I conld sit till break of day, 
And think of worlds, far, far away. 

m. 
These briskly winds regaling 

My spirits light and braye, 
Will soon take np their wailing 

Around my lonely grave. 
And there they'll frequent rage and roar 
Till death's long reigning night is o'er. 

IV. 

But while my dust lies lowly, 
Unseen by mortal eye. 
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My spirit blest and holy, 

Will shine above the sky. 
There, far removed from sin and pain, 
1*11 never taste of death again. 

V. 

I'm thinking, joyful thinking, 

Of paradise on high— 
I'm drinking, sweetly drinking. 

In pleasure from the sky. 
And while I speak with God in pray'r, 
I seem almost translated there. 

VI. 

I'm feeling, deeply feeling, 
The debt of love we owe 

To mercy for revealing 
To mortals here below, 

A way of life so bright and clear, 

It brings eternal glories near. 

VII. 

I'm closely here conversing 
With angels from above, 

And glad to them rehearsing 
Bedeeffilng gtace atfd love. 

The story ib forever iiei^ 

To ransom'd ihett, and aiigelis too. 

Vtll. 

t'm sighing, sadly sighing. 
O'er nations sttnk ia sin— 

I'm crying, ceaseless crying- 
Dear Savtoort haste, begin 

That great restoring day of grace 

Long promised to our fallen race. 
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I'm weepiAg, bitter weeping, 

For men as luurd m steel; 
They're all aroond me sleeping, 

And neither think nor feel. 
Oh! heayensl I agonizing cry, 
Come sare these sleepers, lest they die. 

X. 

I see the light is breaking 

Far over land and sea, 
I see ten thousands waking 

To christian liberty. 
OI blessed day of gospel light. 
Spread on till darkness takes its flight. 

XI. 

Fm singing, joyful singing 

To great Imihanit(Bl*s praise; 
The space aronnd xne ringing. 

Sends back the tonefnl lays. 
Such praise is comely; aye, 'tis right, 
And well becomes us day and night. 

zn. 
The stars still throw their lustre 

Around the spreading sky, 
And nowiahd then a cluster 

Appears to cheer my eye. 
But that's the star alone for me 
Which rose at Chris's natiyity. 

XIIL 

O Star «M|!)«iAlpt«hijWMl 
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In sweetest forms oombining 

The beaatiAil with truth. 
As thoa didst bless my early days, 
Still guide me, beauteous star, always. 

XIV. 

I would be ever doing 
What heayen appoints me to — 

I would be still pursuing 
My christian Journey through. 

Then suff'ring past and labors o'er, 

I'll reach at last the heavenly shore. 

XV. 

But, tell us, watchman, plainly. 
Will Shiloh come and reign — 

Is darkness striving vainly 
Its empire to maintain? 

** Dispel thy doubts, dismiss thy fear, 

The world's redemption draweth near.' ' 



THE DAY SPRINa AND COMMISSION. 

01 see how that beautiful light 

Is streaming all over the sky; 
Lo, darkness is taking its flight — 

The Christian Millenium's nigh. 
Hear, hear how the gospel's glad sound 

Is spreading o'er island and sea, 
The shores of eaoh ocean lesoimd 

With shouts of ^« 8Ar4 aad t]ie««e. 
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Te hendds, coimgeoiifl and bold, 

CBiutunM by the pTomiw of God J 
Go forth like AposUes of old. 

And publish salTation abroad* 
An urgent commi«non, indeed, 

Ton hold in yoor ministering hands; 
Move on with yonr message in speed, 

And bear it in joy to all lands. 

Go, go where the Sultan now rules — 

Where crescents are blalzing so bright, 
And spread through their courts and their school. 

The rays of the heavenly light 
There, there where the Koran is read, 

CThey know not how great is their loss,) 
Go ye and proclaim to the dead 

Salvation, by Christ and the Cross. 

Where Czars hold their despotic sway, 

And millions now bow to their nod, 
O haste you, blest heralds, to-day. 

And set up the kingdom of Gk>d. 
There, there where the winter snows fidl. 

And bold winds are blowing so bleak, 
Go, publish redemption to all — 

Alike to the Jew and the Greek. 

Haste yonder *neath Italy's sky, 
Where peasants are feeling their wrongs; 

There lift np your voices on high. 
And preach to the listening throngs. 

Yes, there where the lands are so fidr, 
And Urds sweetly warble tiieir lays, 

Make valleys and mountains and air 

. IMotind with Immanwrs praise. 
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Rush on to tke lands of the deep, 

Not bearing the 8W(»rd nor the spear, 
Bat bearing to mortals that weep 

The message wMdi dries up tiie tear. 
And wide o'er the isles left so long 

In darkness, and sadness, and gloom, 
O, wake np the Cherubim's song, 

And spread forth the light as the nocm. 

Far, far to the North and the South, 
To East and to West make your way; 

The tidings you joyfully bear 
Admit not a moment's delay. 

Go forth upon Africa's sands- 
Go forth upon Mexico's sod, 

And slack not the work of your hands 
Till all are converted to God. 

You're often-times feelingly heard 

From heathen the loud sounding cry, 
** Oh, send us the life-giying word— 

Come help us, or soon we will die!" 
The cause is stupendous and great, 

Stay, stay not to calculate cost; 
Go swiftly, or else it's too late. 

And millions are hopelessly lost. 

Bee, see how the nations all shake! 

What promising tokens appear; 
The day is beginning to break-- 

The world's restoration is near* 
Fly, fly to the rescue^ braye men, 

Lay hold upon buckler and slu<^d, 
The Ti<5t'fy ,jwj'll:4ig^y Pttain^ / 

Ere ^d frei||^4li# gciBf(t b^ltl#*«eJid. 
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Tour breOireii are boldly engag'd, 

With fenroT and sweetest accord— 
The yovtliM aawell as tiie aged 

Aie earnestly seryingthe LoitL 
On, on with tiie standard yon beu*, 

And shrink not fiom iMdn nor from toil, 
TiU amply snppoxted by piay'r, 

You'ye rearM it on eyeiy soil. 



THE GREAT AWAKENING OP 1858-59. 

All hail to the Pentecost days 

Betnming to mortals again! 
Ten thonsands are joining in pnuse, 

And angels are shooting, Amen! 
The heralds are moving ai>ace, 

And speaking by special command, 
While mighty reyiyals of grace 

Are spreading all over the land. 

Pause, pause and consider awhile, 

What answers are given to pray'rl 
O, see on yon Emerald Isle, 

What works of salvation are there! 
That country which always has been 

Renown'd for its beauty and light. 
Now ransomed from death and from sin, 

Is shining transcendingly bright 

Around her sweet founiains and lakes, 
Enehasiteg to every eye, 
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The dioniB trinmi^uuitly breaks, 
Axising from earth to the sky. 

Hark! hark how the ranBom'd ones sing, 
And ponr their rejoicings abroadi 

HiU, valleys and mountain-steeps ring 
With anthems they're raising to God. 

O flow on thon light of the Lord! 

"Slow forther, flow faster, flow still, 
Till all on the Emerald Isle 

Shall bow to ImmanuePs will 
TiU over each fleld and each strand, 

From centre points round to the sea. 
Her millions of people shall stand 

And shout to the world, they are free. 

Now turn to the mountains of Wales, 
And wonder and praise and adore; 

Her highlands, her flelds and her yales, 
Are beauteous as never before. 

Sweet music is breaking out there- 
Sweet brightness is spreading around; 

The people assemble for prayer. 
And joy and devotion abound. 

The spirit in glory descends— 

Religion is bearing the sway—^ 
The foes of the Lord and his friends 

Awake to a wonderful day. 
Twelve mjrriads and more they record 

(A holy and consecrate band,) 
Have given themselves to the Lord, 

And glory is filling their land. 

O, see how to Exter Hall 
The people are wending their way! 
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In Landon, the grest and the small 

Are ooming together to pray. 
Her heralds are speahiiig with lips 

AH humiog with heayenly fire; 
Her princes are rnahing to hear. 

And queens in their royal attire. 

See! yonder at old Aberdeen, 

Where holy men long ago trod. 
What crowded assemblies are seen 

Awaiting the coming of God. 
And all oyer Edinburgh now 

The pious are Joining in prayer; 
O, see how they weepingly bow, 

And seek an in-gathering there. 

Turn, turn to blest Sweden your eyes. 

Whose waters are shining so bright, 
And see in the midst of her skies 

A new and a wonderful light 
'Tis Bethlehem's beautiful star 

(Unspeakably brightest and best J 
That's spreading its light there afar, 

And makes the inhabitants blest. 

O, see how the deep darkness flies, 

And hear where the Baltic loud roars, 
What songs of salyation arise 

And echo all oyer these shores! 
Lo, millions haye broken the bands 

Which bound them to sin's tyrant sway, 
And Sweden, blest Sweden, there stands 

A nation redeemM in a day. 

O, work of the Lord, hasten on, 
Increasing in power and in speed 
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AloBg Ili&MglittiaiilBi of Hie BoTt— 
Along the BweetBrae» of tiie Tweed. 

Azound <he okl Gaspkn^ Siea — 
Ob shoreB of the llondnnui bay; 

Wherever Tito mortidB mftjr be, 
There epread out a heayenly day. 

Where Dwiiibe is rolling^ its tlde^ 

Where Yolj^ it daahing along— 
Where Biseay ifr spreadiirg so wide, 

And Alpines »e standing so strong; 
There, there carry peace to lost men, 

And hanish tiieir darkness and wo. 
Till GHiiloh retmms here again 

To reign in his kingdom below. 

Where Moscow was bnmt to the ground — 
Where Warsaw so terribly feH, 

Spread Messings immortal aronnd, 
And save men fh>m death and from hell. 

Haste, haste to the rescue of souls — 
King mortal long wand'iing to rest — 

Spread light to the ikr distant poles- 
Make kingdoms and nations all blest. 



THE OLD AND NEW CREATIONS. 

Soonahall an angel stand 

(The thing will surely be,) 
With one foot on the land, 
The other on the sea, 
And loud" proclaim from shore to shore, 
Thfttttaeifhich was^ shaH be nonore. 
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A migb:^ trumpet blast. 

At that trem^idoiu hour 
inn burst, from flnt to last, 
"With Back amaziiig power. 
That all the dead shall hear the sound. 
And rise immortal from the gronnd. 

Then through the stormy skies. 
The Lord of hosts will come 
In grandeur and surprise. 
To fix the general doom. 
And so resolve the &tes of men. 
They ne*er can be reversed again. 

The flaming heavens shall bum 

In livid fire that day; 
The mountains, in their turn. 
Melt down and pass away. 
The tossing sea will loudly roar, 
Then perish too, and be no more. 

But there's a promise given 

In an immortal book. 
Of a new earth and heaven. 
For which the saints may look. 
What there is said will sure be done. 
The word is from the Holy One. 

The sun which then shall rise, 

Will never, never set. 
But in th' eternal skies 
Grow brighter, brighter yet, 
And blaae and bum with quenchless light, 
For in that world ^Hhere is no night'* 
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There saints forever live, 

In joyful, joyful tbrongs, 
There they forever give 
To God, immortal songs. 
Delighted there they range and roam, 
Firm fixed in an eternal home. 



JOYFUL SINGING. 

When the Lord made this creation, 

When he raisVl the wondrous frame, 
Angels in their lofty station 

Shouted loudly to his name. 
Then they all in rapture singing, 

f While they wonder' d at the sight,) 
Set the vast expanse to ringing 
With their songs of sweet delight. 

The Morning Stars together sung— 

Together chanted tuneful lays. 
Till all the heav'ns stupendous rung 
With their seraphic song of praise. 

Jewish legions safely landing 

On the banks of Egypt's sea, 
There in joy and wonder standing. 

At the thought they now were free, 
Join'd, all join'd in sweetly praising 

Him who made their cause his care — 
Hallelujahs higher raising 

Till their shoutings fill'd the air. 

The sea sent back the thrilling sounds- 
Ten thousand thousands join'd,the lay, 



And kins and Tiles £d lottd reaovnd 
mA joTfol sneJBg Oft liMftdsj. 



Gum im Mcrgr dowm tD caitk— 

Told tiK atoiy of bis Inth; 
H0I7 ai^eb lirigliUx iblniBg, 
Haatod ttoe oft nqpid winiSt 
And, in mi^tty ckoin cowlwriiig, 
MJide tiK Tasl expuiaioii ifnp 

Tesi ling iritii sodi enrtianting amiss 

As moftsla nerer heard befbie, 
Lood Ineakiiig on Jiidea*s pbdna — 
¥wr Bounding o'er old Jordan's shoca. 

When thioae^ earth they'Te told the atoiy, 

And the Goapel trinmidisiron— 
When millennia] days of ^017 

In their hrightneas are hegon. 
Then, in sweeter choirs than ever. 
All the earth will sing of peace. 
In BQch music strains as nerer 
Throngh a thousand years can ceasa 
Lo! from the bosom of the deep. 

And from aU kingdomS| far and wide, 
The swelling strains will rise and sweep, 
Loud sounding as the ocean's tide. 

When the last great day is breaking— 

When old time is at its dose*- 
When the powers of nature shaking, 

Sink to chaos, whence they rose— - 
When the dead, wak'd from their slumbers, 

Gather to the Jiidgment seat, 
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TiMn the •aia^ In oinmtieM anmben^ 
Will each other joyftt mMl; 
All exulting, all adoring, 

Loud as thtinderB in the air, 
COr, as mighty iraters toaringj 
They will sbig the triumph there. 

Weloom'd to a now creation, 

Formed for them and angels too. 
There reoelTing full salyation, 

They^ll awake tiie stndn fuiew. 
Hear them blessing, shouting, praising. 

As they fill their places round; 
Higher yet their voicefi raising. 
Louder yet they swell the sound. 
Weeping, fainting, tiring never, 
Now they loyfol, joyfU sing, 
Praising sweetly and fomvev, 
Christ their Fkophet, Priest, and King. 



THE PASTOR ON LEAYINO HIS CHARGE. 

Dear Sanctuary f Fare thee well — 

Adieu blest houise of God t 
Within, without, around thy courts 

I've long and joyfiil trod. 
But now my lahors here are o'er, 

The seasons all are past, 
I'll see thy stately walls no more 

While time and nature last 
I loye thee; yes, I loTO thee well— 
But, House of God, now fiize thee well. 
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ThOQ sweeOy angiiig Choir, Euewell ! 

No more m hear yon ruse 
Your Toioes here on earth, to swell 

The Great JehoTsh's praiae. 
Our place of meeting next will he^ 

We tnut, in that abode. 
Where on to aSl eloiuHj 

We^llaing in praise OC God. 
I lore yon; yes, I lore you weD, 
But sacred choir, now. Fare thee welL 

F^urewe]], dear people of my diarge— 

A heart-felt, last a^eu ! 
How oft upon appointed days 

Pve met and prayed with you. 
The sacred tie that bound ns fast 

Is rent now, rent in twain— 
The partingday has come at last, 

And we'll ne'er meet again. 
I'm going hence, far hence to dwell, 
Dear christian friends, a long Farewell 

O, why have I thus thoughtless said, 

'* We ne'er shall meet again." 
Must we descending to the dead. 

Forever there remain ? 
No, no, there is a world aboye, 

Where some hare gone before. 
Where all the saints, in perfect loye. 

Will meet to part no more. 
Tes, yes, dear brethren, there and then. 
We'll JoyM, joyAil meet again. 
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PASTOR'S FAREWELL TO HIS STUDY 
ROOM. 

There is a place most dear to me, 

I prize it more and more; 
•TisfWl of old divinity 

And books of usefVQ lore. 

These books I've had for many years, 

I know them by the touch; 
I've oft bedew'd them with my tears, 

I value them so muck 

Perhaps you'll feel dispos'd to laugh 

At what I'm going to say, 
But here I spend at least one-half 

Of each alternate day. 

And here I often pass the night. 

Till it is late indeed; 
Tills is my chosen time to write, 

As well as muse and read. 

Lo! here I've sat while snows and rains 

Have long around me fell, 
And tried with greatest care and pains 

To meet engagements well 

And here I've thought with aching head— 

With sleepless, weeping eye. 
Of many number'd with the dead. 

And others soon to die. 
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Hark! hark again, that fimenl hell! 

How oft it solemn toils 
And speaks, -with eyery sounding Imell, 

The rapid flight of sonls.^ 

I*Ye often liad enjoyments here 

I never can foiget. 
Things to my sonl so sweet and dear, 

I think upon them yet. 

And here, too, many a tear I*Ye shed 

O^er passions wrongly hent, 
Affection cold, and feeling dead. 

And precions time misspent. 

What thoughts have here passed through my mind — 

What feelings mov'd my heart, 
I could not tell, if so inclined, 

The half or hundredth part. 

Lo, here Uve toil'd while many years 

Have come and passed away. 
Till now advancing age appears, 

And all my hairs are gray. 

My strength is wasting, wasting fast. 

My work is almost done. 
The sinking sands within my glass 

Will soon be fully run. 

Ere long I'll end my mortal race 

And sleep within the tomb; 
Then farewell, blessed, lovely place! 

Farewell, my study zoom; 
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THE STRANGER'S VISIT. 

A stranger with his little band 

Once crossM the water o*er, 
And hasten*d to a peering land 

Where they^d not been before. 

They went there at the evening fall. 
When toil had ceas'd again, 

To give the gradoos Gk>spel call 
To wretched, dying men. 

Whence came this wondrous visitor? 

Was it from Palestine, 
Whose distant hills were still in view, 

•* WhUe Jordan roUM between?'* 

Did he come out from Egypt's land, 

With pity in his breast — 
With life and light at his command, 

To make these people blest? ^ 

He came from Heaven's supreme abode, 
fNot knowing noise or strife,) 

A holy legate sent from God 
To give the dying life. 

He was the Great Immanuel, 

Of blessed, holy birth, 
Who for a time came down to dwell 

With men upon the earth 

He came in agony to toss, 
In bloody ^weat to roll, 
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To bleed and die upon a cross 
To Bare the human soul 

He came to give beUevers hope — 

To soothe their anxious grief, 
And in the midst of pain and wo 

To famish sweet reliefl 

He came to open wide the way 

That leads to rest on high, 
And give ns triumph in that day 

When we are callM to die. 

And now upon this darken^ shore 

The mighty Sayiour stands, 
With tidings glad upon his lips, 

And pardon in his hands. 

But yet they had no feeling heart, 

For him no fond desire; 
They bade him from their shores depart — 

From off their soil retire. 

He went— the God*man quickly went 

Forth from their dismal station, 
No more to bid these men repent. 

Nor ofBst them salvation. 

He left them in one solemn hour, 

(You must not ask me why,) 
But left them to the Tempter's power 

To wander on and die. 
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THE SOWER AND THE SEED. 

When the early morning breaketh 
And the light begins to spread, 

Then the faithful sower waketh 
From the slumbers of his bed. 

To his field he promptly goeth, 
Fall of faith and love divine, 

Where the seed of truth he soweth, 
For the coming Tiarvest time. 

While the noon-day sun is shining, 
On he goes with strength and speed, 

Toiling still, without repining. 
While he sows the precious seed. 

When the evening dews distilling 
On the dry and thirsty ground. 

He is yet his task ftilfilling, 
Scattering holy seed around. 

When the Summer heat is burning, 
Still to it he gives no heed; 

Into lane and alley turning, 
There he sows the precious seed. 

When the winter snow is falling 
On the mountain, on the plain; 

Hark 1 to God for help he^s q^Uing, 
While he sows the precious grain. 

Lo, while other men are sleeping, 
From all care and trouble freed. 
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He toils on, oft Mdly ireqpi^s 
As he 80WB the pteckNis teed. 



Thus with libeisl hand he soweth 
Seed, idiich m^f for ages fie 

In the groond, hot well he hnoweth 
This Uessed seed am nerer die. 

While his hody icsteth sweetly 
In its dumb'iing bed below. 

This blest seed wiH spring and meetly 
To a glorious harrest grow. 

While Oft high his sfMrit's nnging 
Songs of Joy and hymns of pnise, 

Christ is fiiiUifiil, fiathM Mngmg 
To the chmch her harvetl ifafa 

There he'll see; yes, see it plainly. 
While he thinks of an his toil. 

Not one seed was given vainly 
To the ragged, earthly soiL 



THE OLD SANCTUARY. 

Upon yon sacred gronnd. 

An aged building stands, 
With shade trees growing fair around— 

Put there by careftd hands. 
The walls are much decayM, 

The galleries are no more. 
The seats are broken down and laid 

In ruins on the floor. 
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Its steeple nide ia.there, 

With rusted vane and rod, 
Still rising lonely in the air, 

And pointing up to God. 
Its sides admit the rain, 

Its fences lowly bow, 
It is indeed an ancient fane, 

And all fdrsaken now. 

Beneath these wide spread tree& 

The ground has long in trust. 
What God with special fayor sees. 

The relics of the jost; 
No grave-stonea large display 

The places where they sleep, 
But there the angels m^ and day. 

Their faithful watches keep. 

My kindred lay there, too, 

In silent graves around, 
And what*er this may be to you, 

To me His sacred ground; 
Methinks I see them there 

On holy days of rest. 
All gath'red to this house of prayer. 

In comely costume dress'd. 

Methinks I see them pray— 

Methinks I hear them sing. 
Till with six hundred voices they 

Make all the building ring. . 
Methinks I see again 

The man of God arise^ 
And loud pfoelidmta dying Hoen- 

Salvation horn the skies. 
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MeUdnksI see some weep. 

But many more rejoice, 
Wliile otheia, ^greaUy hardened, deep, 

Under the preacher's voice. 
And thos I see them come 

To hear, and praise, and pray. 
Till each on earth his race has run— 

Till each has passed away. 

And now their work is done 

For all eternity; 
Some have a crown of glory won, 

Some, thoughtless, lost their day. 
The honse they freely built, 

Though old and waste, still stands, 
But they, in pardon or in guilt. 

Have passM to unknown lands. 



THE MOULDERING BONE. 

As once I walked the strand alone, 
I chanc'd to find a mould'ring bone. 
I took it up, surrey'd it well. 
What bone it was I could not tell; 
But soon the thought rose in my mind, 
This bone is one of human Mnd, 
Which onee, no doubt with grief profound, 
Was laid to moulder in the ground. 
But though, in usual way intomb'd. 
Yet somehow unce it's been exhum'd. 
And 1|^ uritlioit fsot^Gting care, 
To moulder im 4W <^n air. 
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As I was gazing on the bone, 
Methoaght I heard a solemn moan, 
A low-like voice, which softly said, 
•* This bone, O man, is firmly wed 
To blest Immannel in the skies, 
And hence will soon triumphant rise 
To dwell with him upon his throne, 
A beauteous, bright, immortal bone." 

This said, I gently with my hand 
Laid down the bone upon the strand. 
Then turn'd me round to leave it there 
Still mouldering in the open air. 
But as I slowly pass'd away 
I heard a secret whisper say: 
That bone which thus so lonely lies 
ExposM to waste from earth and skies. 
Belonged to one whose faith, whose creed. 
Made him a noble man indeed. 
He serv'd the church, as all can tell; 
He served the State, too, long and well, 
He went and came at every call. 
To honor God and man and all. 
He founded institutions greats 
fSome early in his life—some late,) 
To stand in time of need, and be 
The strength of law and liberty. 
He planted temples with his hand. 
To be the bulwarks of the land; 
To give us light, to guide our way 
When things of court and state decay. 
He set on foot such projects new 
' That men admir'd and praiaVI them too, 
Each day devising some great |Aan 
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To benefit the race of man. 
His countrymen have writ his name 
Upon their books and rolls of &me, 
And long as sons shall rise and set, 
This man will be remember'd yet 

Although no part of prince or king, 
This bone is still a priceless thing; 
Its worth no mortal man can teU, 
*Tis partner with Immanuel. 
'Twill therefore live another day 
When changing time has passM away. 
When Angel trumpets loudly sound, 
, 'Twill rise immortal from the ground- 
When human thrones are prostrate hurlM, 
'Twill triumph o'er a ruin'd world— 
When mightiest empires crushing fall, 
'Twill feel no hurt from them at ail- 
When hills and vales dissolve in fire, 
(Caught by the pow'r of God up high'r,) 
'Twill live on some immortal shore 
To be a mould'ring bone no more. 

Hence, while it lays so lowly here, 
It is to God and Angels dear. 
They keep a careftil watch around 
The place it rests upon the ground, 
And as they claim it for their own, 
They'U suffer naught to harm the bone. 

Proceed then, stranger, on your way, 

And leave that bone unburied lay: 

It needs no pilgr, man, from thee. 

It needs no humatt sya^Mithy. . 

CTou've stoop'd ft|;tiii with awe pi^fbund, 
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To raise it from the m6ther ground, 
And bear it off from hence apace 
To lay it in some better place.) 
Discharge it, stranger, from your hand, 
Lo, *tis your Maker gives command; 
Without a sigh, without a frown, 
Go lay it qoiddy, gently down, 
Just where you found it let it be, ^ 
'Tis bom to highest destiny. 



THE CEMETERY. 

I*m here alone, and all is drelir, 

Dark clouds above me roll. 
And now and then a secret fbar 

Gomes stealing o'er my soul. 

I do not fear at all to die^ 

I do nbt fear the grave; 
I know there is a rest on hlgh^ 

And God is strong to save. 

But things eternal while I^m here 

Are present to my view. 
In such a way they make me fear. 

And greatly tremble too. 

I seem V> see One on a elond, 
With bMUiew Mght snfvui'd-- 

With trumpott wym^ini iongsiid ^krad, 
Conkig lb jii^ the vMA. 
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I seem to see the tears still shed 

In thousand dwellings round, 
By kindred weeping o'er their dead, 

Now resting in this gronnd. 

I seem to hear the wailing strains 

Of many more, who so<m 
Will pass away, in dying pains, • 

To moulder in the tomh. 

These corpses lately, one and all. 

Were moving on the earth, 
But now they sleep, the great and small. 

Each in its lonely berth. 

The storms may thunder o'er their heads— 

The lightnings play around, 
But this will not disturb their beds, 

Nor wake their sleep profound. 

The busy day is almost pass'd— 

I see the setting sun; 
The evening shade is falling fast. 

The people's work is done. 

They soon will sleep, all silent sleep 

The lonely night away, 
And lay, in solemn darkness, hid 

Until the break of day. 

So what of time remaineth yet 

For us, will soon be o'er— 
Our sun of life will quickly set 

And we'll be here no more. 

Lo, thM w«'tt dwib9r» tid^ by sjbde, 
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All that have gone before have died— 
All that come after must. 

I need not ask, Why must we die- 
Why yield to such a doom? 

Transgression brings mortality, 
Sin lays us in the tomb. . 

But did not Sihiloh, in our stead. 

Descend into the grave, 
And sleep himself among the dead, 

A guilty world to save? 

No angel minds can penetrate 

This mighty mystery; 
'Tis higher than the heavenly state— 

'Tis deeper than the sea. 

Had I the heavens at my command 
For thousand thousand years. 

Or could I govern with my hand 
The mighty rolling spheres! 

Had I ten thousand lives to live 

In holy works and ways- 
Had I ten thousand hearts to give 
In holy love and praise! 

IM giv^ them all without delay. 

To be forever thine; 
And thousand more, if but I may, 

Blest Savior! call thee mine. 

O could I die in thine embrace — 
Reclining on thy breast, 

Not creatures of an angel race 
Could be so sweetly blefit. 
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No feazB, no cttea, ooiddme annoy; 

rd calm resign my breatb. 
And lose all fear amid the Joy 

Of such a bappy death. 



SCENES OP SINAI AND THB LAST DAY. 

Beneath the dark impending cload, 

Which coyer'd Sinai's hill. 
Was heard a trompet sounding loud, 

And loud and louder still. 

The raging tempest gathered fiist, 

The mount was red with flame, 
And when one mighty roar was past, 

Another mightier came. 

The trembling tribes, which on that day 

Stood near and heard the roar, 
At hearing once, besought that they 

Might never hear it more. 

It shook creation far and near, 

It shook the solid ground. 
It fell so dreadfbl on the ear 

No one could bear the sound. 

But while they stood aghast and heard 

These sounds terrific roll- 
While evary fear within was stirr'd 

And tremlfling sd^ed the Soul; 
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*TwM bttk a feeUe warning i^yen, 

To let them timely know 
What mightier sounds will break fn>m Heaven, 

When Judgment trumpets blow. 

The flames which bum upon that day 

Will never bum again, 
The earth and heavens consumM, will lay 

In smoldering ashes then. 

The w&ves that dash on every shore 

(Now wrapt in burning firej 
Will make th^ la«t load^ mighty roar, 

Then suddenly expire. 

Black tempeMBv in their wildest forms, 

Will sweep o'er sea and land, 
And tear creation with such storms 

As nothing cau withtiiand. ' 

Oni6 last loud thunder peal will break 

Above eadi rising Mil, 
The trembling earth to atoms shiiBe^ 

Then all be calm and still. 

Amid the vast unbounded waste. 

Those sleeping in the day 
Will rise and to the Jud^^nenlr haote: 

Upon tT^at burning, day. 

The Cbreat JelioVah, Lord of HoAtai, 

Will straight dividBi betM^een. 
The gdod mad tai^ tiHr msH^mdAotb, 

And tUar wty: eMHte MftU^. 
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DYING CHRISTIAN'S FAKEWBLL. 

Farewell, thou bright, efiiilgent sun, 

The glory of the skies. 
Long have thy beams in brightness ^one 

To bless my mortal eyes. 
I'm going where a brighter sun 

Illumes the boundless sjihere, 
Than that (& mere created one) 

Which shines reftilgent here. 

Farewell, thou waxing, waning moon— 

Te twinkling stars of light — 
Ye glittering splendors of the noon. 

And darkness of the night. 
I'm going where I'll be a star, 

And shine with fiideless ray, 
In an eternal world afor, 

Where all is perfect day. 

Farewell, ye fountains of the deep— 

Te murmuring streams that flow — 
Ye howling winds which fiercely sweep 

Through aJl this world below. 
I'm going where the stream of life 

Flows pure foreyer more; 
No winds engag'd in angry strife. 

Beat on that heayenly shore. 

Farewell, ye mountains, rising high 
Abore the ground we tread— 

Ye rattliiig thunders of tiie sky, 
Which fill my wonl with dfead. 
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Tm going to Immanaers ground, 
Where all is bright and fair; 

There are no tempests gathering round, 
Nor thunders rattling there. 

Farewell, ye seas immense, sublime, 

Ye mighty waves that roll 
7dX to the shores of eyery clime, 

And sweep from pole to pole. 
I'm going where there's no more sea, 

And no more dread, nor i)ain — 
No ships in fearful Jeopardy, 

Toss'd on the stormy main. 

My native country, fare thee well! 
Thou art most dear to me. 

Great land where all my kindred dwell, 
Sweet land of liberty. 

I'm going where the Angels sing- 
Where trees immortal stand — 

Where beauties of eternal Spring 
Spread o'er the blissful land. 

Farewell, ye sunny banks and braes, 

Ye shady trees and bowers. 
Ye birds that warble iweetest lays 

'Mid Spring and Summer hours. 
I leave yoti, but I go to dwell 

In worlds far out of sight. 
Along with great Immanuel, 

In endless blaze of light. 

Farewell, my dwelling place on earth*— 
Ye chambers where I've laid— 
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Te play-grounds where Tre had my mirth. 
And closets where I've pray'd. * 

I'm going to the spirit world, 
Where mortal never trod — 

A world enduring as the soul— 
The dwelling place of God. 

Farewell, ye groves, I'm done with you — 

Farewell, thou verdant lawn! 
My days on earth are now but few, 

I'm waiting to be gone. 
I think I see a golden crown 

Held out from yonder skies; 
I long to lay this body down, 

And fly and take the prize. 

I leave my body, soon to die, 

Old graveyard, in thy care; 
Through rolling years of time 'twill lie 

Rei)08ing sweetly there. 
It is with joy I lay my dust 

To moulder in the clay; 
The ground will keep the sacred trust 

Safe till the Judgment day. 

Then my Almighty, Heavenly Friend, 

Will bid that dust arise. 
And I'll triumphantly ascend 

To meet Him in the skies. 
And there, amid the boundless bliss, 

I'll sing through endless days; 
Mine is the perfect happiness, 

And His shall be the praise. 



REFLECTIONS 

ON THE WAYS OP MANKIND. 



Truth and humor, and "more truth tlian poetry." 
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2. The Mind Neglected. 
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OF Mind. 
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6. Unbbidled Tongue. 

7. Hangman^s Day. 

8. The Inebbiatb. 

9. The Countby Righted. 
10. Young Amebica. 

IL The Fanatic. 

13. Self Conceit. 

13. The Lunatic. 

14. Sabbath Bbeaxebs. 

15. The Lucbe Mania. 

16. The Man of Honob. 

17. Entebpbise and Magnanimity. 



DITEBSiOK. 



tncurioAm, 
When lEBOwledge ban spcn^ 
To do bj Ui utefc cm*! be dne 
BjBoiMngaaaiL 

The lawyers oft leaort to spent, 

AflBor'd it win iRerail, 
To 8Wft7 tlie memben of the oovt 

When other tbings all fioL 

The dexgymen try aneodole; 

With them it mofltly rests 
To ten what witty authors wrote. 

To entertain their guests. 

Such anecdote at proper time. 

And happily select, 
(Espedany when put in rhyme) 

Win have a fine effect 

Some wOl haye fon at afi expense, 

Whatever may befan; 
They'n have it with, or without 

Just any way at alL 

It seems to me, unless we must 
In some conqraMTe way, 

Baise up a smoking, dioUng dust. 
We'd better let It }ay« 
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'Ti8 80 with iU-timed Jest and Joke 

In poetry or prose; 
It mostly takes effect on mind 

As smoke affects the nose. 

Tis sore indeed to be compelled 
To hear for twenty years, 

The tamest things incessantly 
Repeated in our ears. 

Say, can we entertainment find 

In tales for ages told ? 
They once could interest the mind, 

But now they're quite too old. 

WhaVs been repeated o'er and o'er, 

A simpleton can tell; 
But it requires a man of lore 

To be original. 



THE MIND NEGLECTED. 

'Tis sadly true, as all confess. 

We're growing fbnd of show and dress, 

And thus we stand affected— 
We seek in vain and foolish pride 
To decorate the outward side; 

The inward is neglected. 

Our appetites are far too strong, 
We eat too much, we eat too long. 

And this is a calamity; 
The mind is tortured every day, 
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And sick and pained, it pines away, 
And sinks to half insanity. 

We give ourselves too mnch to glee— * 
To studied mirth and levity 

In this state of probation. 
We have no time for sober thought, 
Substantial things are little brought 

To our consideration. 

We tear our hands and tax the brain. 
We every nerve and muscle strain 

To gather wordly treasure; 
But, tell me, when or where we'll find 
A man who cultivates the mind 

With equal care and pleasure. 

There's little here* that strangers see 
In city or vicinity, 

Which makes a good impression. 
The country round is far too rough. 
As farmers we're not neat enough, 

Nor chaste in our profession. 

The state of things on every side 
Shows want of culture, taste and pride, 

Relating to improvements: 
We move too slow upon the stage. 
Hence falling quite behind the age 

In great, important movements. 

We must bring science to our aid, 
And show from hence we're not afraid 
Of books; for here's the fact. Sir, 

«Sefenno« to pMrta of the land whero people are strafigeiy adverse 
to improrementi. 



If we wonid serye the c&wdh or State, 
We must get knowledge i& tbe pate 
And learn first how to act, Sir. 



NOVELTY OP THE TIMES. 

*Ti8 strange indeed, sarpassing strange. 

The way that mortals do; 
Times, mannerS| feelings, all things change— 

There's ever something new. 
It seems to me we've come to be 

Like Satyrs in their duices. 
We spend the night in revelry, 

And sleep while day advances. 

There was a time when old folks talked, 

And yonng folks loved to hear them; 
Bnt children do the talking now 

And great men mnst revere them. 
Society's improving fast, 

CAlas, how long it tarried,^ 
The olden day has pass'd away 

And babies now get married. 

The gentry wear such fuzsEy stuff 

Around their mouth and chin. 
We're puzzled quite to know the way 

They get their luncheon in* 
These men of fashion, Korth and Sofith^ 

(As Brownlow, taunting, said> 
Have more of wool about their mouUi 

Than hair upon their head« 
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Like btmchy things the ladies spread. 

Wide sweepings as tliey go, 
They've predoos little on their head 

Bat plenty down below. 
The dress won't do without the trail, 

(There's one to eyery flirt,) 
Wliich like the serpent's wagging tail, 

Goes dragging in the dirt. 

We're crazy-like, and wild as loons, 

Men, women, children, all; 
The woman-kind wear pantaloons, 

The men put on the shawL 
Alack-a^ayl the times haye chang'd 

CEzcept with very few;) 
That most of mankind are derang'd. 

Is plain from what they do. 

I hate to see a people give 

Themselves to form and fashion. 
Until a vile fastidiousness 

Becomes the ruling passion. 
In such a case the high and low 

Both spend their time in fooling; 
It always has and will be so, 
' When mind like this is ruling. 

'Tis sad to think how false we are, 

What madness must possess us, 
To leave the good of life afar 

And take the bad to bless us. 
But so the fact has always been ^ 

In every age and nation. 
That those who've long indulg'd in sin 

Are deaf to reformation. 
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FEMALE BEAUTY WITHOUT AND WITH 
SENSE OP MIND. 

Mere beauty is a woTthleal thing, 
It fades away like flowers Of spring, 

And leayes no trace behind; 
Then those who for eflfect rely 
On snch a trifling Tanity, 

Have little sense of mind. 

Yet nnmbers make it all their pride, 
And seek no other store, beside 

Some outward charms and graces; 
They raise their crested bonnets high. 
And hope to find each wandering eye 

Reposing on their faces. 

Alas I how vain such fair ones be! 
If we would only beauty see, 

Let^s gaze on other creatures; 
The linnet, bee and butterfly, 
Are quite as pleasing to the eye 

As handsome maiden^s features. 

Prithee, behold the pearls and gems 
Which glitter in bright diadems, 

And teU me, if you please. 
What mingled beauties rich and rare, 
Are found upon a lady fair. 

To be compared with these! 

Behold yon tints of beauteous hue— 
Of red and yellow, pink and blue, . 
Oft pictured on the sky, 
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And ten me, wliat on human &ce 
There is of finest form and grace 
So charming to the eye. 

How false and fulsome it is, then, 
For courtiers vain and flattering men 

To speak the fair one*s praises, 
In fustian style where naught is fonnd 
But pompous words and empty sound, 

And pure bombastic phrases. 

Yet beauty joined with msdom's grace 
Does well become a lady^s &ce, 

And makes her worth a king. 
Let ornament in woman be 
CombinM with sense and piety. 

And 9he*9 a eomely thing. 



THE TERMAGANT. 

Shall woman, taken from the side 
Of man, to be his lovely bride- 
Shall she that^s formM so sweet a thing. 
To bless and comfort, smile and sing, 
Attempt with dread tyrannic sway 
To rule the man from day to day? 
this will never^ nef>er do^ 
^TU neither holy, just, nor true. 

May she, not thinking once of harm, 
Take charge herself of field and farm- 
Presume to manage goats and flodra. 
The fhmtic horse, the stnbbom oz. 
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And ventiire thus to play the man, 
Whene'er she will, whene'er she can? 
ihii foiU never ^ never do, 
' Tie neither holy^ jtist^ nor true. 

Without a husband for a guide- 
Without a brother by her side. 
May she go roving far away 
And mix with strangers every day, 
And so proceed from place to place 
With restless mind and brazen face? 
this mil never, never do, 
^ Tie neither holy, just, nor true. ' 

May she, unless commander chief, 
In everything sit down in grief. 
And bold declare she's not been used 
To be oppressed, to be abusM; 
And thus indulge in freaks and taunts, 
Until we give her all she wants? 
this wUl never, never do, 
' Tie neither holy, just, nor true. 

Shall she that's caird an angel, be 

A monster in humanity — 

Shall she on ruin madly bent 

Become a wretched termagant, 

And oft with pelting strokes and noise, 

Combat the stoutest men and boys? 

this will never, never do, 

' Tis neither holy, just, nor true. 

The sacred books throughout declare 
• If woman would be woman fair, 
She must be mild as summer day, 
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And pat her firantic tricks away. 
She most be gentle, chaste and kind, 
To peace and order strict inclined. 
And then in view of all she^ll be 
A form of bright humanity. 

That is a happy country when 
Regard for the relation, 
Between the women and the men 
Is had in every station. 
Both acting wisely in their place— 
The fathers and the mothers 
Will make a blessed rising race 
Of sisters and of brothers. 

When virtue in the female mind 
Appears in light and beauty. 
The other sex will feel inclinM 
To right perform their duty. 
But 'tis conceded every where, 
The Misses and the Matrons 
(Of all that's amiable and fair; 
Must be the standing patrons. 

The comely woman makes the man, 

The careful man the nation, 

And this is Qod's adopted plan 

To regulate creation. 

But when the men must take the lead 

In all the softer graces. 

Then His a sad afbir indeed 

To male and female races. 
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UNBRIDLED TONGUE. 

Ton see that BMmming airy kite 
Which BoaTB without a wing, 

It owes the dangers of its flight 
To too great length of string. 

So with tiie tongae in either sex, 
Both men and angels know 

It chiefly owes its bad eflfects 
To lengths we let it go. 

It is a buzzing, busy thing, 

More busy than the bee — 
It is a noisy, tesOess thing. 

More restless than the sea. 

Now it takes up a lengthen^ tale 

About some doleftd dream. 
The Banshee with its dismal wail, 

Or ghost that's nightly seen. 

Then'straight it tells of other days— 
Of mighty works and men— 

Of things so wonderful, indeed, 
They ne'er can be again. 

There is a flre, all dre&d and dire, 

It kindles round about. 
And men and beasts and birds will tire 

Ere they can put it out. 

Celestia was a pretty maid. 

And often sweetly sung. 
But while she liyed, it was her trade* 

To slander with her tongue. 



Whe 
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Lucinda gabbles like a heo, 

And races like a bare; 
Whatever she hears she tella again 

And spreads it eveiywhere. 

She is the tattler of the town, 

And wears out many shoes 
In running swiftly up and down, 

And telling all the news. 

Clarissa lifts her voice so high 
When%he*s in earnest speaking, 

The howling tempest passing by 
Can scarcely drown her squeaking. 

Tou see that leaf upon the tree, 

Wild flying in the air. 
Which, though it flutters fltfiilly^ 

Still keeps its stem-hold there! 

'Tis so with man^s unbridled tongue. 

The nimblest thing we And, 
Though loosely on a piyot hung, 

Tet keeps its hold behind. 

The flippant thing moves fasti indeed, 

And keeps on all the day. 
But while it runs with lightening speed. 

It never runs away. 

Thou mussy, fussy, pussy tongue I 

What shall be done with thee ? 
'Twixt nose and chin thou hast been hung 

And there we^ll let thee be. 

MUdBMB di§ WfOBgllt at. 
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HANGMAN'S DAY. 

There is a day for mighty sport— 

For general recreation^ 
When grayest members of the court, 

And men of every station 
Come forth to have a wild foray, 

Upon the merry Hangman's Day,* 

The hoards attending at the schools, 

The polish'd classic scholar, 
The busy folks, the idle fools, 

The man that loves his dollar, 
(A handsome wager here I lay^ 

Will all be out on Hangman's Day. 

The Jolly farmer quits the plough, 
The nursing wife the cradle. 

The milk-man leaves his dairy now. 
The butter maid her ladle, 

And off they go, all light and gay. 
To sing and dance on Hangman^s Day, 

Aunt Jennie buys herself new shoes. 

Aunt Katie gets a bonnet, 
And Mary, Maggie, Sal, and Suse, 

Are all intent upon it, 
To make a very grand display 

Upon the Joyful Hangman* b Day. 

Grandmothers, with a vacant stare, 
And sweet and pretty lasses, 

*A hit at pabUo «zteatioii8 and the eostom 6f sU wan and 
MumnbllBg to wlta«M th«m. 
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And rosy maids, will all be there, 
Close mingling with the masses. 

They Joyful come, they mirthful stay, 
Hurrahing on the Hangman' % Day, 

The girls and boys of every age. 
The merchant and the miller. 

The politician, saint and sage. 
The heartless old distiller. 

Be it September, March, or May, 
Will sure be out on Hangman's Day, 

Should all the sky be overcast 
With tempests loudly roaring — 

Should floods of rain come falling fast 
In mighty torrents pouring. 

Yet still they'll come to sport and play, 
And shout and sing on Hangman's Day, 

See! how they gather like a cloud, 
And rush with bursts of laughter. 

Some leading on the noisy crowd 
And others following after; 

A rich carouse we'll have, they say, 
Upon this Jolly Hangman's Day, 



No matter what the time may 1 

No matter what the season— 
They'll not regard propriety— 

These men have lost their reason. 
'Tis all in vain to preach or pray. 

They'll have their sport on Ha'ngman's Day, 

When mortals act devoid of thought 

And feeling, too, in. measure, 
Then gravest things are set at naught 
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And tumM to guilty pleasure. 
*Tis this which oft prepares the way 
For yet another Eangman^s Day, 

Instead of wildly sporting now, 

I should be realizing 
How great the grace to me, and how 

Mysterious and surprising 
The hand that kept me, else IM been 

The victim here instead of Him. 



THB INEBRIATE. 

There's scarce a creature that we see 

80 fallen from his state- 
So much debasM and vile, as the 

Confirm! d inebriate. 

How swollen, bloated, is Iws face- 
How foetid is his breath, 

A loathsome object of disgrace, 
Who fast approaches death. 

See! how hestammers^ sta^g^rs,. r^^l«i 

And sallies, as-hegpea! 
Sometimea.hip-'s wblrlixig ou,bxs l^eis. 

And somfitimes on hi9,.tQ6s, 

They seek him round his dear abodia, 

But sei^hte I& de8p»ijr; 
He*8 Mea^oi^ tb«^pi{b]«0.rQad, 
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For him the wakeful eye oft weeps — 

The bosom heaves its sigh, 
While there he lies and nightly sleeps, 

And sleeps perhaps to die. 

This wretched man once went to school 

And learn' d to write and read, 
But 0! he's now a mighty fool, 

A very brute indeed. 

His heart has grown as hard as steel--^ 

His soul is steep' d in sin, 
No power on earth can make him feel 

The deep disgrace he's in. 

But onward in his crimes he goes, 

A public plague and curse; 
Now subject to a thousand woes, 

And daily growing worse. 

What shall this toper's title be? 

Come tell us if you can! 
A heartless beast, a swine is he. 

And all things but a man. 



THE COUNTRY RIGHTED. 

I love to see my countrymen 
Conduct like sons and brothers; 

If some would have right done to them, 
To do the same to others 

Without it mischiefs in the mind, 
Pure malice in the feeling, 
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And we^re a host of knaves combined 
To lire by fraud and stealing. 

'Tis sad when madmen in affray 

Bet horrid war to going, 
Kot thinking all the while that they 

The seeds of death are sowing. 
They^ll neyer fight themselves, at all, 

Bat seize upon some stranger, 
And make him bear the pain and toil. 

While they keep out of danger. 

When tyrants fall, the masses sing — 

There's Joy among the people; 
If it were meet, the bells would ring 

Aloud from every steeple. 
All through this land at midnight hours. 

While millions round are sleeping, 
Fond mothers o'er their fallen sons 

Are long a bitter weeping. 

Time was when glory, like a flood. 

Spread o'er this happy nation, 
But now its soil is stain'd with blood 

And spread with desolation. 
O that an angel from the skies 

Would, at some favor'd season. 
Descend, and to our sweet surprise, 

Restore us to our reason. 

Come, let us, as a nation, stand 
WiUi hearts and hands united; 
•If droadftd wrongs are in the land. 
Oh! let them soon be righted. 
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Methinks the Soyereign Jndge will send 

Some yengefol strokes of thunder, 
To smite the men who dare to rend 

And keep these States asunder. 

Upon the coming wrathful day, 

May gracious heay'n forbid it, 
That I should hear my Maker say, 

" 'Twas you, yile wretch, that did it." 
The dire offence indeed has come. 

But oh I the men who brought it, 
May be to endless years undone. 

Though they haye little thought it 



YOUNG AMERICA. 

With buoyant spirits towering high, 
Our gallant youth resolyed to try 
What they could do, all blithe and gay, 
To newly shape America. 

They felt that they were braye and strong, 
And hence agreed to driye along. 
At rapid, yea, at toious rate, 
The gallant moying Ship of State. 

With recklessness, and joy, and glee, ^ 
They launched upon a dangerous sea, 
And dashed ahead, impetuous there. 
With an Ibeir eaUs «iMDBad to the air. 
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Without a proper helm to goide 
The Teasel through the rolling tide^ 
With light freight on, they sped so swift^ 
The braye old schooner went adrift. 

The youngsters, filVd with sore affright, 
Now set to work with all their ^ight 
The tide and tempest to withstand. 
And bring the vessel back to land. 

But all their efforts were in vain- 
She struck on rocks and broke in twain; 
Some wept, some utterM piercing wails, 
But all agreed to reef the Sails. 

They tried to stay each falling mast. 
Perceiving now they'd mov'd too fast, 
And all exclain^i]^ o'er and o'er, 
*' We'd better, boys, have stay'd on shore." 

The workmett came, and fer^ and af^^ 
Toil'd hard to mend the broken craft, 
But all without the least e^ct-^ 
She was a vessel sorely wreck'd. 

Thus ended the e^eperinlent . 
Of youngsters, in their mtolmeni. 
Attempting proudljr ia. tHeis day 
To newly shape America. 

TFAtfn i00*4)d oB, Uairn^.d^ to peaL wUh^cme 
The h&ritagfffp ^Tl^^J^^f^Pr.,, 
0urfaihm£a^'daffji^4^^ 
We*U save the prise from Mng tost. 



THE FAKATIC. 245 



THE PA»ATIC. 

He*8 always a debater, 

Bat seldom in the right— 
A frantic agitator— 
He*s at it day and night. 
He rashes on, by fren;^ led, 
Where better men haye feared to tread. 

He's jost as blind a creature 

As if he had no eyes, 
Whoe'er may be his teacher, 
'Tis vain to make him wise. 
A single thought reigns in his mind, 
To all beside he's deaf and blind. 

He thinks he's jost and holy, 

And hence the man, forsooth, 
To Jndge, and do it solely, 
Of righteonaness and troth. 
Qreat Solomon hunself must yield. 
While this oo(nceit is in the field. 

Instead of growing milder 

Beneath the chast'ning rod, 
This man's becoming wilder. 
And more estrang'd from €k>d. 
The chastisement, howeyer sore. 
Makes him more frantic than before. 

He driyes along in ftiry, 
With frenzy on his brain, 



346 THE FANATIC. 

The statute, Judge, and Juiy, 
Are treated with disdain. 
All fonner things— all works and laws 
He tramples down to gain his cause. 

With zeal that's fiery burning, 

And recklessness as great. 
This wretch is overturning 
The pillars of the State. 
To saye the country, by and by 
We'll hear the startling battle cry. 

If you begin to reason, 

He squirms and seems to be 
Held writhing for a season 
In dreadftil agony. 
Then stem he'll look and fiercely cry, 
** Vile creature, you deserve to die." 

Above what God has written 

He's seeking to be wise; 

A man that's folly-stricken, 

And as such, lives and dies. 

Try all the arts that mortals can, 

'Tis hopeless to reform thU man. 

Could we, in faith abiding, 

Just take the Book Divine, 
And read (the Spirit guiding) 
With meekness every line, 
How soon 'twould fill the mind with light, 
And set what's wrong in mortals right 
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SELF-CONCEIT. 

Two men were standing in fheir pride, 

And talking load together, 
Abont the stormy wind and tide, 

And changes of the weather. 

The one affirmM that he conld see, 
Three days before its coming, 

When rain, descending rapidly. 
Would set the streams to running. 

The other tumM himself around 
(His name was Morgan Blucher) 

And quaintly askM, *^ Is man profound 
Enough to know the future?** 

Then to his friend he promptly said, 

In fitftil mood of laughter: 
** I*ve only knowledge in my head 

To tell it the day after.*' 

This done, they quickly dimb'd the fence, 

And from each other parted, 
The one a man of common sense, 

The other simple-hearted. 

A person empty as the wind 

CBut vastly self-conceitedj 
May not indeed haye grossly sinn*d. 

Yet can't be kindly treated. 

He's not, forsooth, a braying mule, 
But comes so near unto it. 
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. If there^s a way to play the fool, 
He^B almost sure to do it. 

When one comes up in self-conceit, 
And shows it in each feature, 

1*11 freely any madman meet, 
But not this noisome creature. 

X loye a truly modest man, ^ 

Who scorns all bold assumption, 

And says and does the best he can. 
Apart from mere presumption. 

Instead of false self-confidence, 

And yain attempts at knowing. 
He trusts a careful Providence 
To regulate his going. 



THE LUNATIC. 



As I was standing by the walk 

The other day at noon, 
I heard two men engaged in talk 

About the mystic moon. 
You know, said one, that magic orb 

Has such amazing power. 
We must be govem'd by its signs 

To prosper for an hour. 

Unless the moon points with its horn 

Directly to the sky, 
'Twill be in vain to plant the corn— 

The stalks will wilt and die. 
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If we attempt to make the fence 

Exempt from lunar aid, 
* Twill be of little consequence, 

The whole must be new made. 

Go plant a hill of Lima beans, 

(It may seem strange and droll,) 
But if it^s done in wrong of moon 

They'll not run up the pole. 
If we presume to make the hay, 

Regardless of the moon, 
'Twill shrink and shrivel all away, 

And go to nothing soon. 

Unless the sign f whene'er a child 

Is bomj be in the head, 
'Twill live a brainless, senseless thing, 

And better far be dead. 
So on he ioeiU, referring still 

To other things as true 
About that magic orby until 

He*d told his story through. 

The other listened with a smile. 

Then spread his eyelids wide, 
And in a quaint sarcastic style 

To these remarks replied: * 

The eye's the door through which we peep, 

The window of the mind. 
Must not the sign be there to keep 

The child from being blind? 

Must not the sign be in the feet 
When one comes on this ball, 
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Or otherwise lie*ll all be leg, 
And haye no feet at all. 

Most not the sign be in the neck' 
(You need not look demure,) 

When sinful man is bom^ or else 
He'll die by hanging sure. 

The worst by far of all effects, 

Which are now or can be 
Made by that orb on either sex, 

Is dreadful lunacy. 
To your philosophy, dear friend, 

I answer plain and quick, 
If you on things like these depend, 

Tour half a lunatic. 

Why should we to some planet look 

To guide our doubtful ways. 
But fail to read God's Holy Book, 

And give him proper praise. 
Delusion ne'er can help the mind, 

But truthful science can; 
Whoever to the lighVa inclin^dj 

True light will guide that man. 



THE SABBATH BREAKERS. 

flome youthful heroes late conyen'd 

Beneath a shady tree, 
And there discours'd, in words like these, 

About their liberty: 



3S1 



m tea am ftniag^ an tiK ireek 
■idtey. 



Upon tiK Sabbi^ dftj? 



Wliy sfacmld the nigiykesveu fioriiid 

Us, timg to ^ort and pisf? 
We do jMk ivkift oar fttfaen 4U 

When thej weie yiMqg and ^kj. 
Our fttfaen! thejwae] 

BenowBod fiMrsober I 
So wbat thej did, irem do again, 

I^or feartbe oonaeqimioeL 

No matter irliat the prophets aaid — 

Ko matterirhat they taii^it, 
Ab thej haTe long and long been dead. 

It an moflt go far nan^t. 
The Bible once bad binding force— 

To it men bad to bow; 
But as it'8 old, it can't of course 

Bestrict our fireedom now. 

If we are wrong, may heayen for^^Te 

Such mnneis as we be. 
But 'tis onr purpose while we liye. 

To take this liberty. 
Fm, y«t, proceed and take yimrfun^ 

Tou^U June your euff^ringe too; 
When future daye of reckoning eome^ 

TAey'U come wUh eiripeefor you. 
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THE LUCRE MANIA. 

There is an evil, sore indeed, 
From which our country mtrst be freed, 
Or all will come to pressing need- 
It is the rage for money. 

There was a time when yirtde roled— 
When men in this were nobly 8chool*d, 
Nor could they then, at aQ, be TooPd. 
With paltry stnfiT like nion^. 

This priceless virtue now is dead— 
Our wisdom too has almost fled, 
And men and boys are captiye led 
To sordid love of m^nejf. 

They think it well to be refin'd— 
To have a staid and lofty mind, 
But thousand times would rather And 
Some way to get the money. 

To read the word, to sing and pray 
And act the christian part each day, 
Is excellent, these people say, 
But nothing to the money. 

They speak of training noble youth— 

They speak of justice^ goodness, trtrth, 

But all with them is nau^tjftooothj 

Except the-getting 49um^; 

They talk about religion, too; 
But all of this they ever knew. 
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(If what the prophets said be true J 
Consists in hoarding iMyMy. 

There^s nothing, nothing to be found, 
Through all the vast creation round. 
That makes so sweet and sooddng sound 
To certain men, as moiuy. 

They'll sell their right of home and birth. 
They'll sell the best things on tiie eartli, 
And heaven itself, with all its worth. 
In mad pursuit of 7»^7M^. 

They'll search the murky mountain cave, 
They'll even ransack tomb and grave, 
And play the rascal and the knave 
Anon, to get the mcmey. 

They think it's so with other men — 
That all will do the same things, when 
A fit occasion's offer' d them. 
For artful speculation. 

And have we not some ground to fear. 
If traitor Arnold now were here, 
He'd laugh to see so many near 
Akin to him in av'rice? 

Of old there lived a dastard Jew, 
Who sold his Friend and Saviour too, 
For thirty pieees (very few) 

Of shining silver money. 

He would no word, no warning heed. 
But took the bribe, p«rfarm*d the deed, 
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And made the great Messiah bleed 
To gratiiy his passion. 

We weep to hear Immannel tell 
How deep in woe one Dives fell. 
Because he loy'd so long and well 
His darling, darling money. 

Oh! misery dreadMI madness great! 
That man should make himself a mate 
To Belial's crew, then take their fate 
In death and hell, for moiMy. 

But yet we've men enough this day, 
If things be as reporters say, 
Who'll barter soul and all away 
For trifling sums of money. 

Great sin! no pen, however free, 
Employ'd in writing history, 
Gives such a bad account of thee 

As that which wrote the Bible. 

Bad, bad thou art, as seers have told— 
Bad everywhere, in young and old— 
But worst of all in that strong hold 
Thou hast on Christian people. 

And have all men become so poor 
In nobler thoughts, there is no cure 
For it, but we must long endure 
The workings of the evil? 

O 'tis exceeding hard to know, 
While actors in this world below, 
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Just how much time we may bestow 
On simply making moneif. 

Bat yet, methinks, 'tis harder still 
To bring the heart, and mind, and will, 
The Scripture precepts to fulfil. 
In jnstly using moneff. 

To be a miser will not do; 
The wanton spendthrift's reckless too, 
And hence there are but very few 
Who fitly gauge this matter. 

To live and labor year by year. 
Devoted to the love and fear 
Of Him who puts and keeps us here. 
Will make us rightly use it 

If we but feel it and believe 
That we should give as we receive. 
And by this prudent precept live, 
We^ll surely not abuse it 



THE MAN OP HONOR. 

The man of honor / WAoiihet 
The man, in ftill, who'll never be, 
At home, abroad, or anywhere. 
Connected with a mean affldr. 

The man of honor/ WhoUhef 
The man who will not, cannot see 
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The just condemnM, the weak oppress'd, 
And leave them suff ring unredressed. 

The man of honor ! Who is he f 
The man who canH be made to flee 
When danger c6mes, but must and will 
Be true to trust and duty still. 

The man of honor ! Who is he ? 
The man who knows no perfidy — 
Who keeps his word at all expense, 
And cares not for the consequence. 

The m>an of honor ! Who is he ? 
The man that scorns all bribery, 
Who can't be rul'd, or bought, or sold, 
With paltry stuff like shining gold. 

The man of honor ! Wlho is he ? 
The man of faithful memory, 
Who bears in mind, from day to day, 
What he's engag'd to keep or pay. 

Th^ man of honor ! Who is he ? 
The man of fixed integrity — 
The man who will do all things well — 
The man throughout of principle. 

The man of honor I W7u> is he ? 

The man of well-tried piety — 

The man who treads where prophets trod- 

The man who fears and honors God. 

One thinks that he is doing well 
To live devoid of principle; 
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He simply seeks to gain his cause, 
Without regard to meji or laws. 

A man like this, Pre always thought, 
Will in his tricks at length be caught; 
A pupil, trained in Belial^s school. 
Will own himself at last a fool. 
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I hate to see a people blind, 

While they suppose they're sage, 
In fondly keeping far behind 

The movements of the age. 
I hate to see a people slow, 

While they are hale and strong; 
Refiising all their lives to go, 

Unless they're forc'd along. 

I love to see men wide awake. 

And bright, and brave, and free, 
Who show in all they undertake. 

Great magnanimity. 
I love to see a people just 

And true to all their laws; 
Who do the right because they must. 

In honor to the cause. 

We ne'er can rule by money power— 
We ne'er can rule by might; 

We must be honest every hour, 
And simply rule by right. 
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If we attempt it otherwise 
Than in this trathful way, 

We'll lose the favor of the skies, 
And bitter me the day. 

I love to read the history 

Of men of noble souls— 
Whose noble daring, noble deeds, 

Are writ on deathless scrolls. 
My Country! (glorious all around,) 

How happy would I be 
If men like these could still be found, 

To guide and govern thee. 
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8ome look to reason in the mind of man 

To first suggest, then govern, every plan 

Which we must use, consulting time and place, 

To shape the conduct of the human race. 

But, from experience, sages gravely own 

Dependence on this power and this alone; 

Has signal faiPd to give complete success 

To plans designM for human happiness. 

Some look to eonseienee, chief within the soul, 

To exercise a fixed and stem control 

O'er all the thoughts and feelings of the mind. 

And, through them, shape the conduct of mankind. 

But while this scheme's been tried and tried again, 

It always has and wiU be tried in vain— 

The moral sense, however deep and strong. 
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Can ne^er secure oar race from going wrong. 
Some look to yagae tradition (lianded down, 
Through ages long, from father to the son,^ 
To guide their laboring minds and actions right, 
Not less in man^s than in Jehovah^s sight. 
But this has faiPd fax ofb'ner and fiar more, 
Than both the plans we^ ye spoken of before. 
To lead men safely to those righteous ends, 
On choice of which true happiness depends. 
The Word of Ood, forever wise and true, 
Is giv'n— a light to safely guide us through 
Those ways of life, from dangerous error free, 
Which lead to bliss and long prosperity. 
If we with wanton mind and perverse heart. 
Contemptuous from this perfect guide depart, 
We'll go, as many thousands go, astray- 
First leave our guide, then lose our prosperous way. 



EXPLANATION. 



When the author obtamed his own consent to publish 
this little book of poems, he began to examine his manu- 
scripts and make selections for the purpose. In doing this, 
he threw certiun portions together as constituting parts for 
the work, de^gnatiBg them by the regular numbers, and, 
at the same time, specifying the general themes and the 
particular subjects included in them. In this form they 
were handed to the publisher, and in this form they have 
appeared. They are not, therefore, the several parts of a 
whole subject, but the diyision parts of a book, as the con- 
tents annexed to them signify. This method is somewhat 
unusual, but it seems to the author preferable to the pub- 
lishing of them promiscuously and without any order, as 
is the case with poetic works of this kind generally. 

In addition to the plan thus adopted, a complete table of 
contents is given here at the clos6 of the book. 
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